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Then fare weel, ye banks o’ Sicily, 

Fare ye weel, ye valley an’ shaw. 

There’s nae Jock will mourn the kyles o’ ye. 
Puir bliddy bastards are weary. 


And fare weel, ye banks ©’ Sicily, 

Fare ye weel, ye valley an’ shaw. 

There’s nae hame can smo’er the wiles o° ye. 
Puir bliddy bastards are weary. 


from The Highland Division's 
Farewell to Sicily 
by Hamis HENDER 
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CHAPTER ONE 


Tais is not a story of war but of one of those brief interludes in 
war when the almost-forgotten rhythms of normal living are per- 
mitted to emerge again; and when it seeps back into the conscious- 
ness of human beings—painfully, sometimes heart-breakingly— 
that they are, after all, human. 

Which war? It might have been any war: the war we knew, the 
war our fathers knew; or it might be a glimpse, foreseen, of to- 
morrow’s war. It makes little difference. 

But since most people like to know when a thing happened, and 
where, let it be recorded that this story takes place on the island of 
Sicily, in the town of Catania, and that it begins on the fifth day of 
August ,. 

All the morning the British soldiers had been streaming into the 
town. They came clattering in through the Garibaldi Gate, down 
the stecp and narrow Via Garibaldi; always in straggling single file. 
Their boots and gaiters were white with dust. Their dark denim 
trousers were filthy, shapeless and torn. Their khaki drill jackets 
showed black patches of swear, and their faces, scarlet or glistening 
brown with the heat, were ugly with stubble and sores. They were 
bowed and weary beneath their packs and weapons. The rays of 
the sun fell upon them like hammer-blows from above and bounced 
back at them from walls and pavements in dry gusts of furnace-like 
. heat. The saving shadow had been banished; every corner of crea- 
tion was flooded with a blinding white g glare that hurt their cyes 
and made their heads ache; so that it was only occasionally, and with 
little interest, that men glanced about them, at the town which 
" they had fought so long and suffered so bitterly to capture. The 
' obsession of battle—that strange sense of trance in which all the 
superfluous faculties and emotions are anzesthetized—was still upon 
them. At the moment, only their soldier’s senses functioned, 
‘keeping their tortured bodies in motion, guiding them over the 
hillocks of rubble which spilled across the streets, searching the 

und before their feet for mines, watching roofs and windows for 
émbush, recording through their ears the sharp, distant sounds of 

“tle from the foothills north of the town, which told them that 
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the German rearguards were still in action, falling reluctantly back 
along the coast towards Messina. 

At the foot of the Via Garibaldi they st ack left along what 
appeared to be the town’s main thoroughfare, a broad street in 
which fine buildings, shops and tree-lined squares alternated with 
enormous mounds of ruins. High above the street hung the sun, a 
splash of unbearable incandescence that filled half rhe sky. At the 
street’s end, appearing deceptively near, rose the blue immensity of 
Etna, mocking them with its coc! tranquillity, as it had: done 
throughout the days of slaughter they had endured on the parched 
plains which now lay behind them peopled only by the dead. All 
the morning they came; armoured cars, moving without haste 
along the street as if their crews werc sightseeing, gathering speed 
noisily as they approached the far side of the town; tanks, lorries, 
water-trucks, motor-cycles; and the bobbing files of infantry, with 
their indefatigable, spring-heeled walk. The sun rose ever higher 
above their heads. The last breaths of wind died, murdered. The 
air became so charged with heat that it seemed thar it must ignite 
and shrivel them all in a great flash. The daylight disintegrated 
before the men’s eyes, its radiance shimmering with curtains of 
darkness and coluured fire, so that the white walls and the bleached 
pavements seemed to waver. 

A company of infantry came trudging round the corner into the 
main street. Their commander moved in front of them, as dirty: 
and anonymously attired as any of his men, yet mnmmistakably: 
distinguishable even from a distance by his hei phei hst igdlendid 
bearing and the vigilance with which he looked et him. Even 
from a distance this seemed to be a man who was recording every- 
thing, measuring everything; even the set of his shoulders hinted 
that the first whine of a bullet would find him prepared; the length 
and firmness of his stride spoke of determination. It is always 
inspiring to see a man who is born to lead; there was a fascination 
about him that brought life back even into the dead eyes of the 
civilians who had crawled from their shelters to stand abjectly on 
the far pavement, and whicli led on the men behind him as surely 
as if he had them all on a rope. 

A motor-cycle roared past his men and skidded to a spectacular’ 
stop across his path. He raised his hand and the column came tojary 
untidy halt. He conferred for a few moments with the motor-cyclist 
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pushing his steel helmet back as he spoke to free a mass of hair which 
was of the same red-gold colour as his thick moustache. He spoke a 
few words to the subordiriates who had hurried to his side. 

The men began to move again, like sleepwalkers, as if it were: 
difficult for them to get into motion once they had stopped. They 
shambled on for fifty yards until they came to a large and pleasant 
square. Here they turned off from the main street and moved along 
the three walls of the buildings that lined one side of the square. 
Commands were spoken, without any particular vigour or em- 
phasis, and the men broke ranks. They threw their packs down and 
stood their weapons noisily against the wall, There was the clank 
of falling equipment and the pop of water-bottle corks. Voices 
were raised; the rhythm of the march was broken. They were 
free men, men at once aware of their exhaustion; they sat on the 
pavement, backs against the wall, legs outstretched, faces uverted 
from the sun and covered by caps or handkerchiefs. They showed 
no curiosity abour their surroundings or the reasons for the hät. 
They were inert. Only their commander, standing on the kerb and 
watching the rest of the army stream by, preserved in his stance a 
soldier’s tension and vitality. With his legs apart he threw his head 
back and stretched his arms upwards, wearily yet tirelessly, as if to 
display by this gesture his defiance of the sun; a human heing strong 
and undefeated. 


, Thee, pny about sixty of them. Less than four weeks 
befoni et waded ashogg feom sheir. landing-sralt, thee, 
had been twice as ne 


The first to stir wus a stocky youngster who, even at this time, 
looked a little neater rhan his comrades. Already he had tucked his 
jacket inside the waistband of lis trousers like a shirt and he had 
Wiped some of the dust from hiis boots with a piece of paper; quite 

irrational, this last act, for his face was still plastered with sweat and 
“white dust. The eyes ‘that gazed out of this pallid mask were grev 
and steady, with that combination of keenness and innocence that 
‘ characterizes a whole breed of peerers into the innards of cars and 
.tadio sets. His name was Geoffrey Jobling. _He climbed stiffly to 
his feet and set off to explore his surroundings. 
> The man next to him, who watched him fondly as he went, bore 
-a close resemblance to him. They were both hewn in the same 
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‘shape, they both had the same brush of upright black hair that,con- 
trasted oddly with the same grey eyes and gave to both their 
countenances an air of comic wryness. The man who remained 
seated, however, looked older; his build was heavier. He appeared, 
as he sat up to Jook after the other, more deliberate in his move- 
ments; and his eyes were lit with a maturer intelligence. Harry 
Jobling was thirty years old, his brother’s senior by seven years. 

Geoffrey came back. ‘‘That biy building’s the University,” he 
explained, “‘Catania University. Grand-looking place, isn’t it? 
They call this street the Via Etnea. It’s rhe main street.” 

“I don’t want to know,” grunted Harry. “‘Tell me where I can 
find a glass of nice, cold beer an’ I'll sit up and take notice.” But 
there was a note of affection beneath his railery, for he was proud 
of his young brother. Wherever they went Geoff was off like a 
terrier—he had always been like that—-to look for information. 
He would tell his comrades proudly that a church they were passing 
(they had probably not even turned their heads to look at it) was 
built in the fourteenth century, or that a heap of ruins in their path 
(just like the leavings of a yesterday’s battle) had once been a Greek 
temple, or that Mount Etna was 10,712 fect high, or that sixty per 
cent of Italy’s exports came from Sicily. He would talk in a devout 
voice of the armies that had passed this way, Greeks, Romuns, 
Normans, Saracens, the liberating legions of Garibaldi; and the 
other soldiers would listen respectfully, for although they were not 
in the least interested in the facts, they revered knowledge for its 
own sake and they would say Chow proud it made his brother Harry 
to hear them!), ‘‘Aye, there’s no mistake, he’s an educated boy is 
young, Geoff.” 

“Don’t be running about so much,” said Harry. “Sit down and 
rest. We've been through a bir these ‘last few weeks. Better take it 
easy while you can.’ 

“What? With old Jerry on the run.” Five minutes’ rest had re- 
charged Geoff with all the restlessness of youth. “We’ll be up on 
our feet in a minute and after him.” Then there would be more 
towns, more enchantments, more villages perched on crags, more 
white roads winding magically up into the hills; more grandeurs 
and bright colours than a boy brought up in the Kent coalfield had 
ever seen. He sighed happily. ‘‘Oh, this is something to write : 
home about, all right!” The phrase had a literal significance for him. | 
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His letters home were long and detailed accounts of a wonderful 
tour of strange lands. Harry’s letters to ‘‘the old lady” were briefer 
and more painfully composed, and consisted mainly of assurances 
about his younger brother’s well-being. It had always been his 
main preoccupation in life to help and protect ‘“‘the kid”, not only 
because of the fierce if undemonstrative love that he bore for Geoff, 
but because—as he expressed it in his thoughts—‘‘it would kill the 
old lady” if any harm came to her last-born. Ever since their father 
and their elder brother had been killed in a pit accident Harry had 
watched over Geoff, at first in the pit and later in the Army. 
Throughout the battle from which they had just emerged he had 
lived under a double strain. They had slogged up across the plain, 
fought their way across the bloody Simeto River, driven a fanatical 
enemy from farmhouse to farmhouse, from ditch to ditch; and at 
every step, every time a man fell, every time a shell exploded, Harry 
had felt a fresh anguish at his brother’s danger. Yet there was noth- 
ing of all this, nothing of the heat, the stinking polluted water, the 
sweat and dust, the flies and scorpions, the sores and dysentery and 
malaria, in their letters home. “‘Dear Mam,” wrote Geoff, ‘‘today 
we saw in the distance a castle on a rock. It looked just like the 
Gibbs’ Dentifrice advertisements. It is called Bronté, and Lord 
Nelson lived there once.” ‘“Dear Mam,” wrote Harry, ‘‘the kid is all 
right. I made him take the Liver Salts you sent.” Just now Harry 
was feeling tired; more tired, more drained of energy than any of 
the other men; the lifting of his private burden had left him limp 
with relief and exhaustion. 

“It’s all right for you,” moaned a little man who sprawled near 
them. “You got nothink to worry about. I got responsibilities. 
Five kids I got. I shouldn’t oughta been ’ere at all.” 

“You stil) singing the same old song?” Geoff laughed. “‘Ir's time 
you started to make the best of it. How long you been in?” 

“Ten months. Ten months too bloody long, Vl tell yer. It’s alla 
mistake, that’s what it is.” The little man looked as if he were about 
to cry. “They should never of took me. When I went up for me 
medical the old doctor bust out Jaughing. ‘Don’t you worry,’ he 
says, ‘they'll never make a soldier out of yous,” 

“Nor they won’t,” interrupted Harry, ‘‘not‘in a lifetime.” 

The little man—his name was Ling—repeated his plaint. He 
uttered it as frequently as the chirp of a bird, and with the same 
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shrillness: perhaps that was why his comrades called‘him Sparrow. _ 
“It’s all right for you. They should never of took me.” 

“I know,” said Geoff, “you got five kids. Well, you're here now. 
Fifteen hundred miles from home, Why don’t you pipe down? You 
only make it bad for yourself moaning.” 

Harry looked up. “Don’t be silly. It’s what keeps him going. 
Eh, Sparrer?” 

Sparrow’s bald head was corrkgated with wrinkles of resent- 
ment. He shrugged his puny shoulders. His grievance was, in fact, 
what kept him going; his grumbling was the audible manifestation 
of ‘the incomprehension, the bewilderment which protected him 
from reality. The other men found it hard to understand how he 
had survived what they had just been through. He had not fought 
his way through the battle but had wandered through it in a wide- 
eyed daze like a frightened child. Yet, of them all, he was the only 
one now who was unmarked by experience. Most of the company 
still sat slumped in an utter weariness that was of the soul, with deep 
grooves of horror in their countenances. Sparrow’s face was puffy 
and tired. His fatigue was the restless, fretful weariness of a 
frightened urchin. There was nothing in his expression but the 
resentment and the surprised itinocence that had been there since he 
joined the bartalion. 

“What about our grub?” he grumbled. ‘Three meals a day, that’s 
what we're entitled to. I know the ration scale. I know my rights. 
‘We ’aven’t sat down to a proper meal for weeks.” 

“You don’t say!” 

They looked up. Sergeant Craddock was standing over them. 
“‘Sparrer,” he said, “‘you’re a lucky man. You got no imagination. 
No imagination at all. I wish I was you. We’re all dying of fright 
in a ditch with a machine gun traversing over our heads, an’ you're 
worrying about when the next pay parade’s going to be. Were 
walking through a minefield, poor buggers blowing up all round us, 
and you start grumbling because you got blisters on your feet. 
ee surrounded at night, and there you are telling the world that 

a man’s entitled to his eight hours’ sleep. Tell you what I'll do. 
Next time we’re up the bloody line and Jerry’s putting down a 
mortar stonk on us, PI set you up a table and chair, with a nice clean: 
cloth and some flowers, and T'I] get old Monty to come and serve" 
your dinner up to you in person.” 
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“Gam,” muttered Sparrow, “yer barmy.” He settled sulkily back 
against the wall. 

“Well”—Sergeant Craddock addressed the platoon at large-— 
“do you like the look of this place?” 

The riflemen stirred. Some of them growled comments. 

‘Because vou'd better get used to it,” Sergeant Craddock added, 
“Captan Rumbold just told me. We're staying here.” 


The traffic no longer sticamed by in a grim, contmuvus pageant. 
The brosd strect was quiet, sodden with the whine, narcotic sun- 
shim. There were more civilians abroad, pr owling watily about 
like frmished cats, gatheriny, sometimes in shrilly disputative groups. 
In the distance could be heard a clamour of women’s voices and 
people came hurrying past luden with armfuls of clothing or 
brgh e ecloured bolts of silk that contrasted with their ragged 
clothes; they were looter,, ha tenipp anay from the deserted shor. 
into which a mob of bean and femished «um-dweller. had binken. 
Occasionally a column ot foot-solchers ould come plodding intr 
the town, the toun bowed, white with dust; or a convoy of lorries 
would appear und vanish with « rash and ratth; but now they were 
not all poiny in the same dire tion. “They wore emerging from, or 
turaing inty side stiects. Maditary policemen were whitewashing 
arrows and symbols on walls. Hour by hour the « iptured town was 
being turned into a basc, and 1» garrison was arriving in the wake 
of the pursuit. 

The company formed up im the square. The men did not fe. ! 
refreshed after their r-t, they were sult and imed. Lven to move 
was a victory of the will. They wer aware now that they were 
filthy, and their dint, their sores, their sweat sodden clothing be- 
came an agony to them. The battalion, Captain Rumbold told 
them, was going to have atest. Jt bad been left behind ro perform 
garrison duties. The various me companies weie going to billets 
in different parts of the town. Soon they would be taken to thers. 

Captain Rumbold surveyed his exhausted men. “Get those x ads 
up, lads, and put some snap into it. Phese Dagues are + tling therr 
first look at British soldiers. They're a scruffy lot. Show ‘em some- 
thing that'll shake ’em, It won’r be long now. You'll soon have 
your bouts off.” 

The men straightened their backs as he looked up and down the 
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ranks. Some cursed him under their breaths. Some grinned at each 
other and muttered, ‘“‘He’s a mad sod!”—the highest term of praise 
they would accord to any man—or, equally approving, “Silly old 
bastard!” When they moved off, however, their apathy returned. 
‘They trudged wearily after the guide, out of step, so that their 
steel-shod boots made a tremendous din on the cobbles, setting up 
echoes that rebounded from wall to wall of the narrow streets 
through which they were now passing. The column—they had 
formed up in threes—twisted through a maze of filthy turnings. 
The men lost all sense of time and direction and began once more 
to march automatically, as if they had given up hope of ever 
reaching a destination. 

They were penetrating into the huddle of slums that bordered on 
the docks. Occasionally they glimpsed the sea and the masts of 
naval craft at a street’s end. It was cooler now, for the streets were 
so narrow that the sunlight was excluded; but there was little relief 
in the air, which was heavy with a graveyard dunkness. Great heaps 
of refuse stank against the walls and the air was full of the reek of 
urine. The houses leaned crazily against each other, their rough 
plaster walls cracked and dirtied and stained with red and green 
patches of lichen. Wooden doors hung open to reveal dark and 
cave-like interiors. The windows were mere holes, unglazed and 
barred. Water dripped from ancient pumps on the strect corners. 
In the doorways and on the steps crowded children, filthy and half- 
naked, their faces pale and bloated with hunger; children in such 
multitudes as the men had never seen crammed into so small an 
area; all staring and subdued. The women were gathered on the 
balconies that projected from the upper storeys; gaunt, dark-skinned 
women with black and unkempt hair, screeching to each other 
across the narrow streets to add to the clamour of the soldiers 
marching below. Even worse than these streets were the alleys 
which the passing soldiers sometimes glimpsed, so narrow that a 
man might touch both walls at once, unpaved, and lined with one- 
storey dwellings that were little more than caves of crudely hewn 
lava blocks. The people who lurked in these alleys stared out at the 
sunlit world with hate. 

At last the head of the column reached the corner of a street’ 
leading down to the waterfront. It was a short street, but broader 
than most—broad enough to admit the glare and the warmth of 
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the sun. It was lined with single-storey dwellings, which all leaned 
away towards the far end of the street as if struggling to support the 
two taller buildings which formed the seaward corners of the street. 
One of these buildings had been wrecked by a bomb, but the other, 
on the left-hand side, was intact, although its walls were chipped 
and battered, It was a four-storey tenement, built around a central 
courtyard into which d big wooden gate gave entry. In the middle 
of the cobbled roadway there rose a tunnel-shaped air-raid shelter, 
around the door of which were clustered some civilians. There 
were the usual piles of decaying rubbish against the walls, but the 
light afternoon breeze that came from the sea ne the stench. 

“Here it is,” said Captain: Rumbold. 

Sergeant Craddock looked up at the name-plate at the street 
corner. “Via dei Martiri,” he read. 

“That means the street of the martyrs,” Geoff Jobling informed 
his neighbours. 

Private Ling’s comment was a characteristic one. “It don’t™alf 
pong,” he observed, and leaned unhappily on his rifle. 


CHAPTER TWO 


THE people of the Via dei Martiri had been standing in the sunshine, 
listless, trying to absorb the fact that there would be no more 
bombardment. When the sound of tramping boots had come to 
them, only thirteen-year-v]ld Ciccio Martinelli had possessed the 
energy to cry, “Soldiers!” and to hurry towards the strect corner. 
He had come running back. “Englishmen !” 

Paloma, a young woman dressed in widow’s black, with a big 
bosom and brawny arms, was the first to respond to his cry. She 
exclaimed, “Men!” With both hands she swept a tangle of black 
hair back from her full, handsome face. She smoothed the dress 
down over her body and stepped out of her house on to the 
pavement. 

There were a score of men and women waiting in the street. 
Another dozen or so emerged from the shelter. They had been 
living there for the lust three weeks, never daring to come up out of 
‘the darkness, stifling in the foul air and the accumulation of human 
filth. They were so weak and dazed that even now, several hours 
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after the need had ended, they had not yet bestirred themselves to 
plod back to their own houses. Thirty or so women and old men 
(the young men had heen scattered by war) and a clutter of children; 
these were the only inhabitants of the street. The rest had fled from 
the city, during the three weeks of shelling and air bombardment, 
into the surrounding hills. 

The soldiers marched into the street and halted in three ranks on 
one pavement. The people fell bavk and gathered in silence on the 
opposite side. The two groups looked at cach other. 

They studied each other with a hostile curiosity. Fach group 
looked the same to the other: filthy, exhausted, more animal than 
human, the soldiers swaviny over their rifles, the civilians at bay 
before their houses. Each was looking at “the enemy’. There across 
the road (on whichever side onc stood) were rhe people respunsible 
for these last three weeks of suffering. The roadway was wide— 
miles wide it seemed at this moment—- sunlit and cmpry. A baby 
squalled, und the children begin to creep out from amongst their 
eldas. ‘The people looked at their children with a dullness that w as 
wort than a visible agony. The disttess that came into the soldiers’ 
eyes was the first human fecling they had betrayed since ther 
arrival, The children all hud the sumo appearance: Jicuds that 
seemed munstrous on ther shrenken bodies; big, appealing eyes; 
twisted scabby Little legs; and Hesh whose colour, beneath the dirt, 
was a deathly toadstool whiteness. A conple of children tottered 
out into the roudway, tugyving at the restraining hands of their 
parents. Others pressed their faces into them mothers’ thighs and 
whimpered, One broke loose and went tumbling acros» towards 
the soldiers. The officer who was inoviny: up and down amongst his 
men, a tawny, teraf ing giant, raised nis hand and roared an incom- 
prehensible threat that sent the little bev scuttling back in terror. 
More children ventured forward, approached to within a few yards 
of the soldiers and halted timidly. One of the men leaned forward 
overt his rife and nade conctliutery nowes. The officer snarled an- 
other command, and the man straightened up; but the children, en- 
couraged, advanced. ‘ihe office: secmed to be angry. He spoke 
again, and “.C.O.s pushed the children back, moving selfcon- 
sciously and without roughness. The children, excited, suddenly 
came to hite; they squealed and dodged and screamed joyously at 
the soldiers, The officer turned abruptly and struck at a small boy 
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with the back of his hand, and the children came screaming back to. 
their parents in a pack. A woman snatched up the little boy who 
had been struck, soothed him and dried his tears. The other people 
mutteted. But the children were not annoyed, for several of them: 


were already sucking bars of chocolate; and the rest were hope- 
ful. 


Captain Rumbold was pleased with the billet. The big tenement 
building was scarcely damaged. The courtyard was big enough to 
accommodate a company parade; at leasu, until reinforcements 
arrived. The wooden gates were strong and could be closed every 
evening at Lights Out to prevent nocturnal wanderings. The tall 
porchway had rooms on each side, with barred windows, which 
would serve as guardroom and cells. The captain indicated to his 
clerk, who trotted at his heels, in which corners of the yard latrines 
and ablution benches were to be erected, and which rooms on the 
ground floor were to serve as company office, stores and cookhouse. 
Piggott, the clerk, followed the captain through the gloomy 
corridors marking the doors with chalk to show which rooms the 
three platoons were to occupy. 

The captain climbed up through a skylight on to the roof. “Nice 
sea view,” he said. ‘Make a note for Orders, Porky. I want a 
couple of tarpaulins up here tomorrow morning to cover those 
damaged patches. I don’t suppose they get much rain here, but we 
won't take chances.” 

Qn his way down to the street he looked into the rooms, telling 
Piggort to open the French windows which gave on to the balcon- 
ies, “‘Let’s have some air in the place. Get the smell of these blasted 
garlic-eaters out of the building.” He stocd for a while on the 
fourth-floor balcony, testing the rail with his hands and kicking 
with his heel at the joints of the stone slabs on which he stood. 
“Doesn't feel too safe,” he remarked. ‘Probably loosened by the 
bombing. Take a note for Orders. Men to keep off the balconies 
for the time being.” 

He dictated instructions for fatigue parties. After his men had 
had a meal, a wash and a night’s sleep there would be little leisure 

“for them for two.or three days. Everyone would be kept busy tum- 
‘ing this gloomy, malodorous cavern of echoes into a soldiers’ hive, 
‘well-organized, spotless and bustling with life. Captain Rumbold 
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would have done this if his men were twice as exhausted and if only 
half as many had survived. 

He grimaced at the sunlight as he emerged into the courtyard. 
“Here. Who are they?” 

A group of civilians had crept in through the gateway: a withered 
old man, three old women, two younger women, all laden with 
children and big black bundles. 

“Clear out, you!” 

The civilians huddled together, a tableau of consternation. They 
all began to jabber. 

“Scram! Go on, beat it” 

The clamour increased, It expressed incomprehension, inquiry, 
ẹntreaty. None of the people moved. 

“Here,” said the captain over his shoulder to Piggott, “‘get Crad- 
dock. He’s picked up a bit of their lingo. No, wait a minute, I 
know.” He pulled his revolver from his holster and brandished it. 
The civilians fled, screaming. There remained a little puddle where 
one of the babies had crouched. The captain laughed. ‘“‘What a 
shower! Come in here.” 

Piggott followed him into the room they had chosen as company 
office. The captain indicated a dusty, rickety table. ““One more note 
for Orders.” He paused, put a cigarette between his lips and tossed 
another across to Piggott. “‘Head it, ‘Civilians’. I-want it displayed 
prominently, at the bottom, double-spaced and in capital letters. 
All right, light up your fag. O.K. Ready?” 

He dictated: “This street is inhabited by civilians full stop Unfor- 
tunately full stop They are dirty, diseased and treacherous full stop 
They are cadgers and cowards full stop They are your enemies full 
stop Their countrymen killed your comrades full stop Have noth- 
ing to do with them full stop.” He put his unlit cigarette down on 
the table. “Right. You find the portable and start typing that lot 
out. T'I get the men into the billet.” 

He strode out through the gateway, ignoring the men and women 
who squatted despairingly among their bundles. He gave an order. 
A platoon officer spoke, and the soldiers began to file into their new 
home. 


The people of the Via dei Martiri had little to do. The town was 
still stunned; there were no shops open yet, no bars or cafés to visit. 
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They were too apathetic to spend much time cleaning themselves 
or the hovels to which they had rerurned. For the moment they 
were content to sit on their doorsteps, giving themselves up to the 
sunshine, watching the comings and goings of the soldiers, and 
chattering. i 

The day’s glare mellowed into the gilded softness of evening. 
Above the stillness of the sea the empty blue of the sky was invaded 
by streaks of purple shadow and a subtle stain of pale green light. 
The murmur of military traffic passing through the town was con- 
tinuous and soporific; the thudding of field-guns was too distant to 
be disturbing. All the afternoon soldiers had been hurrying up and 
down the street, too intent on their business to linger with the 
natives. Messengers came on motor-cycles. A truckload of rations 
was unloaded. A senior officer arrived in a car (Rosario Dell’Isola, 
who, as a deserter from the Italian army, knew about these things, 
said that he was a colonel), wus greeted with a salute by the sentry 
who now stood in the porchway, and emerged ten minutes fater 
escorted by the talJ, red-headed captain. From within the building 
came sounds of activity: voices raised in discordant song, the scrape 
and bump of furniture being, moved, the clatter of cooking equip- 
ment, and an occasional command slashing through the cheerful 
noise. i 

“These are strange men,” observed Paloma, as she watched a 
British soldier crossing the street. ‘““They seem without heat.” 

Her neighbour, Graziella Drucci, who sat at her street door 
suckling a baby, said, “If that were trne it would be a disaster for 
you, ch, Paloma?” 

“And for you? Aren’t you a woman?” 

“I am a wife.” 

“A wife without a husband.” 

“Without news. That is all. He will come back. In Africa many 
are missing. They are not all dead. Many are prisoners. They will 
come back.” 

Paloma laughed. “But when, Graziella, but when?” 

Graziella turned her head away and watched the soldier until he 
had vanished round the corner. ‘They walk without pride.” 

“The Germans had too much pride. They would not even 
look at us. We were dogs to them. At least these come to live 
‘among us.” 
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Bal” The twanging, explosive exclamation came from’ ‘Rosario, 
a wall, gaunt young man with wild, black hair who lounged among 
the ropes of garlic in the doorway of his mother’s tiny shop. “Look 
who speaks! Paloma, widow to one man, wife to the whole world!” 

“Not yours, you ape,” Paloma replied without rancour. 

Rosario laughed derisively. ““You’ve been running after me long 
enough!” 

Paloma grinned—a sly, man’s:grin. “And who have you been 
running after?” She looked meaningly at Graziella. 

“At least,” Rosario mocked, “‘these come to live among us! That 
' pleases you. These thieves? These murderers? They have bom- 
barded us. ‘They have starved us. Now they have comc and taken 
our neighbours’ homes. No, they are not proud. They are simple 
men. They will take our humes, our bread, our wine, our women. 
They will be among us to punish whoever speaks against them. But 
all that, it does not matter, for they have flattered us, they have 
honoured us, they have shown themselves willing to live in our 
midst. Madonna!” He made a clawing gesture of despair with both 
hands. ‘‘Give me the proud ones who Ieave,us alone.” 

Graziella had been buttoning up the neck of her blouse. She 
made the baby comfortable in the crook of her arm and spoke again. 
“My father was in the war of nineteen-fifteen. He says the English 
are good.” 

“The Americans are better,” said Paloma. “They are all rich. 
They give food, they give cigareites.” 

““You prefer the Germans?” Graziella was addressing Rosario. 

Rosario shrugged his shoulders. ‘‘One Pope dies, there is always 
another. They are ali the same. Al]! Governments are evil. All. 
soldiers do their bidding. Soldiers are evil.” 

“You were a soldier,” said Paloma, 

“My husband is a soldier,” said Graziella. 

“Your husband is dead. He was a fool. I saved my life and my 
dignity. I deserted.” 

“All the same,” said Paloma, “‘these do not seem bad men.” 

“For you,” said Rosario bitterly, “there are no bad men. There 
are only men.’ 

“Porco Dio! We have need of a few men in this street. How 

many have we now? Only you—the saints have mercy on ust” + 

‘“There’s always Francesca’s man,” jeered Rosario. ““He’s beep 
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here'a whole weéek—haven’t you been able’to lay yout hands on” 
him yet?" ` 
“That one! She wort let him out of the house. What jealousy! 

Or perhaps she keeps him too busy.” 

“Who is he?” asked Graziella. 

“Who knows? She never talks about him. Tve seen him a few 
times, throngh the door. He looks a sullen brute.” 

“Never mind,” said Rosario, “there will soon be plenty for every- 
body.” His voice was harsh. “A dog for every bitch!” 

“Mother of Jesus,” muttered Graziella wearily. “Is that all you 
think about? When will they bring milk for the babies?” 


The men on guard were drawing their rations. Private Fooks, 
just off duty, looked at the four hard biscuits and the crumbling 
lump of pink-and-yellow corned beef that the guard commander 
had dropped into his mess tin. ‘Here! What d’you expect me to 
do with this?” 

The guard commander said, “Stick it.” 

“Funny, ain’: yer? Tickle me feet an’ Vti die of laughing.” He 
thrust the mess tin under the guard commander’s nose. ‘Look at it. 
It won’t fill the "oles in me teeth, an” me so empry I can feel me back- 
bone touching ine belly-burten.’ 

“Drink some of that tea,” the corporal advised. ‘That'll take 
away your appetite.” 

Private kooks sipped noisily. “Gawd! Pi) say! What they done? 
Run v pipeline orf the nearest stable?” ‘The guardroom was 
crowded and the scrubbed floor was still wet. He walked to the 
door and seated himself on the step. “‘You don’t need to eat this. 
You get fed up justdovkin’ at it!” 

*“Vhere’s a hot meal cominy up in a couple of hours.” 

“Yerss. "Ot meall J can imagine! They'll give us the sume again 
an’ a dollop o’ mustard on top of it. That’s all the ’ot meal we'll get 
tonight.” He broke a biscuit and began to gnaw art it. “Must be 
gettin’ ’ard up for grub in Digary Theyre patie cement in the 
biscuits instead of flour.” i; E 

“Hand .’em over; * said; gthe corpora. “ra em if you can't 
manage cm.” 

“You go am 
his meal. 
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It was pleasant to sit here eating and drinking; like sitting on the 
‘ doorstep at home, on a summer evening, after a hard day’s work on 
the wharf. The sun’s warmth was a benign touch against the skin, 
and the cool breeze from the sea reminded Private Fooks of idle 
hours on the Wapping water-front. This street, now, it was kind of 
nice to look at; not grey and neat like his own little street among the 
Thames-side docks; it was dirty, and untidy, and—well—foreign 
—but there was something abcert the way the houses were all 
jumbled up, all different sizes, like crazy boxes, the way they 
lounged against each other, just like the Italians, and the way their 
mouldering plaster walls glowed pink and green and yellow in the 
dying sunlight. All day long he had been shut up, mentally as well 
as bodily, within the four walls of the billet; for the first time the 
noises of the street entered into his consciousness. It was good 
to listen to the shrill chatter of voices and the slap of women’s 
wooden-soled sandals on the pavement. These were the sounds of 
humanity going about its lawful business; they were the sounds of 
sanity. Without knowing why, Private Fooks found himself able 
to relax fully for the first time for weeks, and he puzzled at the tickle 
that he felt in his arms and stomach, the first inarticulate stirrings of 
bodily pleasure. He leaned back against the warm wall, his head 
lolling on one side, and stared at two women who were talking in a 
doorway across the road. He looked at them with delight bur with- 
out hunger. He had always imagined that Italian women were 
plump and beautiful. Not these; they were lean and strong-looking, 
in their long, black dresses, and their faces were pale and without 
expression. Except, he thought, as the women returned his stare, 
for their eyes. There was something about their eyes that chal- 
lenged a man and made him angry; even at this distance he felt it. 
New emotions were moving in him, but they were familiar emo- 
tions, and he grinned, promising himself a stroll across the street 
later this evening. 

** Signore.” 

The voice had been cgautB@ahim for some time, and he had 
been vaguely aware y P be, bit Ete Heenan shape at his side. 

** Signore. % 
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down from them among the multitadinous wrinkles of her face. 
Her hands were clasped in front of her. An old man with a hideous 
purple growth on his forehead hid behind her, trembling violently, 
as if terrified at her temerity. 

Private Fooks swallowed a mouthful of biscuit and scooped at 
the corned beef with his spoon. The first taste of food had sharp- 
ened his appetite and he was impatient to satisfy his hunger. 
“Hallo, ma.” He bent to his meal again. 

She whispered something, Her nearness was unpleasant. 

“Eh >” 

“Signore.” Her open jaw was quivering horribly. She whis- 
pered, “‘Briscotti.” 

Fooks understood the word. “‘Eh?" he repeated sharply. “‘Mv 
bloody biscuits? Gah way!” He hesitated and sighed. ‘“Here, sod 
youl” He gave her a biscuit. She clutched it with both hands, sob- 
bing, mumbling and dribbling from the mouth. The old man 
extended a shaky hand. 2i 

“You too?” Fooks gave him a biscuit. “My name’s Joe Muggins 
all right. Ought to ’ave my ’ead examined, I ought. Now sod off, 
the pair of you.” 

The old couple did not move, but stood weeping and sucking 
with their gums at the biscuits. The woman laid her hand on her 
belly and moaned, ‘‘Farne. Fame.” 

Private Fooks turned his head stubbornly away and broke his 
last biscuit. 

“Fame. Fame.” 

or off!’ 

The mumbling went on; it sounded like prayers in front ofan altar. 

“I said off!” Private Fooks rose to his feet. “‘I can't stand 
this!” He turned to go back into the guardroom. He halted in the 
doorway. ‘‘Here, sod it!” He scowled at the old woman and thrust 
his mess tin into her hands. ‘Take the bloody lot!” 








Night came; a warm, velvet darkness studded with stars. The 
guard commander strolled along to ‘the stréet corner and stood on 
the sea front, looking northwards across a wigé, shadowy bay. To 
the north the white gun-flashes were flickering, and he could hear 
the artillery, faint waves.6f sound borne on the night breeze. It was 
comforting to stand in péate and watch the battle‘recede. 
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` Thè Street slept, the: civilians luxuriating: in: the verminous 
Samik of their beds after weeks in the foul shelter, the soldiers en- 
joying the novelty of sleeping under a roof. 

Of all the women only one was awake, Paloma, restless in her 
wide bed. Of all the men only one was awake, the sentry, leaning 
on his rifle in the porch. 

A sound was born in the dark remoteness of the night, a thin, 
vibrating murmur. The sound grew louder, an.angry drone that 
‘crept into the street, invaded the houses, disturbed the dreams of the 
sleepers, awoke them. The civilians felt themselves go cold with 
terror in the warmth of their beds. This was the sound they dreaded. 
It was the sound that brought bombs. They had thought that, with 
the Germans gone, the war had gone. Would there be German 
bombs every night now? They trembled and prayed. The soldiers 
heard, too; in them the sound aroused only a weary resentment, a 
sense of unfairness because perhaps they were not to be left alone, 
after all. The nuise of aircrait swelled until it filled the night. The 
ramshackle houses shook and crumbs of mortar pattered down into 
the courtyard from the balconies of the tenement. The Sicilians and 
the soldiers Jay and waited for the bombs. The noise moved 
slowly over their heads like a thunder-cloud. Vhe vibration les- 
sened. The noise dwindled. The soldiers muttered, “Ours!” and 
pulled their blankets over their heads. The civilians sighed shakily, 
muttered gratefu! pravers, cased their aching bowels and surren- 
dered again to the enveloping warmth of their beds. 

Paloma stood at her window. She was wearing nothing but a 
shift, bur she was weak with the heat within her. She opened her 
front door and enjoyed the coolness of the night. The doorstep 
was cool to her bare feet. She saw the sentry in the porch, a black, 
bowed shape. She shook her hair back and thrust her breasts 
forward against her nightdress, showing herself to him. She saw 
him raise his head, and she imagined that the white smudge of his 
face mirrored her own longing. Perhaps, perhaps... But he did 


not move. She sighed. Stupid soldiers, stupid men, stupid Wat... 
She went back to bed. 
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CHAPTER THREE 


For the next three days the soldiers were confined to their billet. 
They saw something of the town when they marched to Battalion 
Headquarters to change worn-out clothing at the stores, when they 
went down to the sea to bathe, and when Captain Rumbold took 
them for a trot along the sca front; otherwise they were imprisoned, 
occupied with parades and domestic duties. 

In their spare time they crowded at the windows which over- 
looked the street, throwing toffees down to the children and. 
whistling after the women, who, contemptuous or indifferent-at 
first, soon thawed sufficiently to answer with shrill and incom- 
prehensilble sallies. Already on the window sill of a house across the 

way a soldier's khaki drill tunic and shorts were hanging out to dry. 
Private Fooks had taken advantage of an off-duty spell during*his 
period of guard to slip across the road with a bundle of dirty wash- 
ing. He had accosted a plump and handsome young woman on the 
pavement and followed her into her house. Their negotiations 
must haye been protracted, for he did not emerge untii a half-hour 
later. His comrades’ subsequent inguiries elicited no reply from him 
except for a complacent, “Now, now, Nosey!” or a pitying, “Why 
don’t you grow up?” Once, in a confidential mood, he mentioned 
that she called herself Paloma, and went on to refer to her as “‘ol’ 
Poll.” Now when she stood in her doorway she smiled up at the 
soldiers with the replete sleekness of a cat full of cream. Her hair 
was combed and gleaming, and she wore a scarlet flower over her 
left ear. Many of the soldiers had since prenared bundles of dirty 
washing. Some had already managed to dash out and find them- 
selves laundresses. The rest were impatient. 

From time to time the captain sent runners to Battalion Head- 
quarters, and N.C.O.s went out on different errands. All of these 
took advantage of their brief spells of freedom to explore the town, 
and they returned with tales that increased their comrades’ restless- 
ness. The town was coming back to life. Thousands of civilians 
were coming back from the hill villages to which they had fled— 
some of them were appearing in the Via dej Martiri with their 
bundles and pushcarts—and crowds were beginning to flow again 
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through the once-deserted streets. The shutters were coming down 
‘from shop windows. There were queues in the markets for fish and 
fruit and, for the first time, exorbitantly-priced supplies of bitter 
black bread and fly-blown meat. Some of the rubble had been 
cleared from the main streets. A corporal had discovered a palatial 
barber’s saloon and had treated himself to a haircut, shave, manicure 
and shampoo. He spoke of the place as if it were a palace out of the 
Arabian Nights. One of the medical orderlies described ecstatically 
an enormous and many-coloured dish of ice-cream that he had 
bought. Others spoke of bars, cafés and pastry-cooks. A few miles 
away the armies were still engaged, but throughout this sprawling 
city thousands of people were bustling about, wiping away from 
their streets, their habitations and their own minds the traces of war 
as they might clean up the mess after a drunken party. 

Somebody came back to the billet with the news that the Jocks 
were in ‘town and raising hell. It seemed that the stocky and fero- 
cious Highlanders, closer than most to a martial past, found it 
harder to cast off the savage spell of battle. The billet resounded 
with legends about their exploits. One man swore that he had seen 
some of them driving past with a lorry load of screaming women. 
Another said that they were plundering whole streets to furnish their 
billets. Another said that they were hunting down Italian police- 
men—scruffy little men, these, in shabby uniforms, who lounged 
about with hands in pockets, cigarettes. drooping between their 
lips and ridiculous miniature carbines slung from their shoulders— 
and throwing them through shop windows or into the nearest 
fountain. Private Fooks returned from one mission with a mag- 
nificent silver wrist-watch. ‘““You never seen anythink like it!” he 
announced. “There was some little geezer in the strect—one o' 
these black-market blokes—’e was selling watches on the sly. You 
should o’ seen ’im, ‘ad ’em ung all over ’im, ’e did, dozens of ’em. 
Up comes a bunch of Jocks, gets round ’im, says they’d like to ’ave 
a look. ’E passes the watches round, pleased as a dog with two 
choppers, ’e was, silly little bleeder. I got one. Then we all strolls 
off. You should ’o seen ’im, dancin’ an’ prancin’ up an’ down, 
wavin’ ’is "ands about, screamin’ blue murder. Cryin’, ’e was! I 
ain’t a-kiddin’ you! On my life, ’e was cryin’ like a baby. None of 
us takes a blind bit 0’ notice. Then this little bloke.sees an Italian 
copper, an’ ’e starts complainin’ to *im. Know what? This copper. 
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takes one look at the Jocks an’ ’e runs for "is life. Couldn’t see “ts 
arse for dust. Laugh? I pissed myself!” 
On the afternoon of the fifth day the company was allowed out. 


A few men went off to get drunk. Some departed in search of 
women. But most of the sixteen surviving members of Sergeant. 
Craddock’s platoon kept together throughout the afternoon, strag- 
gling through the streets like a party of peace-tirne tourists. They 
indulged in little outbursts of horseplay among themselves, and 
occasionally a chatter of animated conversation would spring up 
among them, but for the most part they were timid and subdued. 
Everywhere in the town were little groups of men like this, men 
from the front, hesitating on street corners or clattering along in 
bunches that overflowed from the pavements into the cobbled 
roadways, their uniforms bleached and faded, their boots scrupu- 
lously polished, displaying the painful good behaviour of school- 
boys. 

The war flowed past them. Landing-craft bearing reinforcements 
were gliding into the harbour and mooring in closely-packed lines. 
The docks, seen through ruined gateways, were a brown ferment 
of uniforms. Lorry convoys formed up and started off for the 
forward areas and for the dumps that were being established in the 
outskirts of the town. Columns of marching men toiled through 
the narrow streets. Hundreds of soldiers squatted among the debris 
of a customs shed brewing tea. A military policeman daubed an 
arrow on a triangle of broken wall and added the inscription: “To 
the Forward Area, Ten Miles.” When he had gone a soldier chalked 
underneath it an arrow pointing in the opposite direction and wrote, 
“To Blighty, Fifteen Hundred Miles.” A pa_sing sapper shouted to 
Sergeant Craddock, “They've captured Avireale!” and Sergeant 
Craddock answered, ““You don’t say!”—for all this activity made 
little impression on him and on his men; they did not feel part of it 
any longer; they felt withdrawn and only mildly curious. Standing 
on the sea front they could see for miles across the bay in the mar- 
vellous clarity of the Mediterranean air. It was possible to see the 
coast road on which the battle was still being waged. Warships 
were bombarding the enemy rearguards. The sound of the guns 
hardly entered into the consciousness of the men, and when the 
sergeant pointed out to them the flashing splinters of light in the 
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distance that were made by. the sun. reflecting on the windscreens of 
the enemy transport, it was only in an instinctive, absent-minded 
way. They saw white puffs of shell-smoke blossom among the 
German columns and Geoff Jobling cried, “Good shooting!’ His 
brother grunted, ‘‘It’s the Navy,” as if that explained everything. 
They did not look up when two Messerschmitts appeared briefly 
overhead to the accompaniment of an outburst of anti-aircraft fire. 

They stopped alongside some troops who had just landed. One 
of the newcomers shouted, ‘You blokes take this place?” 

The sergeant answered, “‘Yes.” 

ee Bad °°? 

“Pretty rough.” 

“What’s it like here naw?” 

“Cushy.” 

“How long you been out from Blighty?” 

‘The sergeant had to stop to think. It seemed along time. “Four 
months.” 

“We've been out two years. Africa. Whar’s it like in Blighty?” 

“No bloody beer.” 

The newcomers began to cal] out, “Any Rochdale lads among 
you?” “Anyone there from Cardiff?” “Any o` you blokes from 
Hackney?” Ling found a couple of pennies in his pocket and 
offered them to a Bethnal Green man whom he had discovered. The 
other man said, “Thanks, mate,” solemnly, and put the coins into 
his wallet. 

Sergeant Craddock led the platoon back into the town. He be- 
haved with his men as with cquals, without self-consciousness, yet 
he had the air of being abstracted, apart from them, as he walked at 
the head of the group. He was five feet nine inches in height, taller 
than most of them but, because he was broad of haunch as well as of 
shoulder, appearing almost squat. He walked with such a deliberate 
uptightness that he seemed to be leaning slightly backwards, and he 
swung his arms with the palms of his big, ugly hands turned out- 
wards as if he had them on display. His hair was chestnut in colour, 
wavy but dull and rough, and set closely against his skull, with a 
few locks straggling down over his forehead. The skin of his face 
was a light, rough red, and his cheeks were pinched out above a 
lumpy jaw as if a sculptor had scooped some of the face out to slap 
it on below, giving a cast of countenance at once gaunt and aggres- 
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sive. The brut@l lines of his face were redeemed by his eyes, which 
were mild and always lit by rhe beginnings of a smile as if they saw- 
a joke in everything. “Well, what d’you want to do, lads?” he 
asked: 

“Any pictures open?” someone asked hopefully. 

“Not much chance of that,” he laughed. ‘“‘Let’s try for a drink.” 

Most of the shop windows in the Via Etnea were still shuttered or 
empty of goods, but a few hundred yards along they came to a bar, 
a big place, very smart, swarming with plump and prosperous 
civilians who even in the summer’s heat were all wearing long, 
beautifully-cut overcoats and rakish trilby hats. he soldiers stood 
outside for a while, timid and abashed as they stared through the 
big, plate-glass windows at the deep, green leather armchairs, the 
chromium fittings and the white-jackcted barmen. The civilians 
within returned their stare, insolently. “Hell,” said the sergeant, 

“what we waiting for?” and they went in. Some of them lounged 
at the bar, and some found armchairs, almost aching withthe 
ecstasy of reclining at ease. They drank vermouth and cold, pale 
beer. [t was wonderful. 

A thickset civilian with a portfolio under his arm sidlei up to 
Sergeant Craddock. “Good day,” he said in English, ‘we wel- 
com” 

Craddock said, “Thank you.” 

“A drink? You will take a littie vermouth with mo?” 

“No, thank you.” 
“Tam anti-fuscist. Salvatore di Pietro, avvacato.” 

“Oh, yes?” 

“You want silk stockings, bread, 2 sygznerina?” 

“No, thank vou.” 

“You give me a cigarette, yes?” 

You speak English?” asked the sergeant. 

“Yes.” 

“Then 
you.” 

Ling said, ‘‘ "Ere, sarge, this lot’s a bit different from the people 
down our strect.” 7 

“Lice,” the sergeant answered, “they just come crawling out of 
the woodwork. This lot’s the reason why the people down our 
street get nothing to eat. Drink up, lads, and let's go.” 
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off,” said Sergeant Craddock, “before I crown 


They strolled through the streets, taking their time in the dry, 
fierce heat, squinting their eyes (except for a few who owned tap- 
tured Afrika Korps goggles) against the sun’s glare, asking for 
nothing more to enjoy than the sight of crowds of people going 
about their daily lives. They stopped for minutes at a time outside 
every shop window that had any stock in it, whether it was an iron- 
monger’s, a haberdasher’s or a bookshop in which every volume 
was incomprehensible to them. Tə each they devoted rhe same 
solemn attention, discussing the goods on sale as if they were doing 
their own household shopping in their own High Street. They 
went into one or two of the shops. Ata stationer’s, they bought all 
kinds of things which none of them wanted, nibs, postcards, sealing 
wax, paper-clips, just for an excuse to lean across the counter and 
handle things, for the joy of spending money and having change 
handed to them by a smiling girl. At this and other shops which 
they entered, Sergeant Craddock was their interpreter. 

A man of little education, he had an intensely active mind which 
was always seeking something on which to exercise itself. At home 
it had been the garden, and a hundred household gadgets. Here he 
had concentrated on learning Italian. Most of the men, in the month 
they had spent on the island, had acquired a considerable vocabulary 
and were already masters of a strange patter of English and dog- 
Italian, which enabled them to carry on fluent and animated con- 
versations with the peasants and townsfolk among whom they 
moved. Craddock had gone about it the hard way, poring for hours 
at a time over an Italian grammar which the padre had given him, 
studying rules each of which took him prolonged thought to under- 
stand, and painfully memorizing conjugations, genders, lists of pro- 
nouns and other mysteries. Throughout the campaign, even in the 
forward areas, he had taken every opportunity that offered itself to 
talk with the Sicilians whom they had encountered. The result was 
that he spoke the language more hesitantly but more effectively than 
his comrades. Some of the officers had, because of their superior 
education, made more progress than he had, but he possessed a 
native sympathy with the labouring folk among whom they 
moved that was already enabling him to forge ahead in mastering 
the colloquial speech. At a fruit stall, where the men went wild and 
bought great armfuls of grapes, oranges, apples, peaches and prickly 
pears, he surpassed all his previous efforts, when, in the course ofa. 
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heroic bout of bargaining, he shed his self-consciousness and routed 
the bewildered vendor. They went on theit way eating, laughing, 
filled with happiness. They had more drinks. They found the ice- 
cream parlour of which they had heard so much. In a filthy de- 
licatessen shop they gorged themselves on hard-boiled eggs and 
repulsive-looking sea-food, glad to pay the exorbitant prices be- 
cause spending money was a pleasure in itself. 

At last, when the time for their evening meal drew near, they 
made their way back to the billet, grubby with sweat and tired out 
by an afternoon's walking in the sun; and Geoff Jobling spoke for 
all of them when, passing through the porchway, he said, ‘‘Oh, 
well, it was a lovely day.” 


After supper Craddock came out into the street. There was a 
Sergeants’ Mess at Battalion Headquarters at which he might spend 
the evening, but he was content to lounge in the sunshine, smoking. 
Children at play were swarming over the air-raid shelter, and th@ir 
shouts echoed as if among fine glass. From the dark interior of a 
house came the voice of a woman singing, rising and falling in a 
savage plaint. In his mind Craddock dismissed the wordless and 
alien song as “‘queer”, but as he listened to the hard, flat wail, some- 
thing more profound in him responded to its changing moods, its 
sensual waverings and its piercing outcries of woman’s misery, and 
he was stirred. 

Two doors away a young woman was sitting with a baby at her 
breast. He noticed with approval that her legs were clean. Most of 
the women had by now washed their faves and combed their hair, 
but their bare legs were still dirty. 

Tt was time to try out his Italian. He pointed to the baby and said, 
“How old?” 

“Two years.” 

He thought that he could not have understood her. The baby 
did not look more than a few months old. He repeated, “How 
old?” 

“Two years.” Her downcast eyes gave a quick, upward flicker, 
gleamed at him and fell again. She raised her head and looked at 
him, this time without flinching, and he became aware of her eyes, 
scared and sombre but with a deep light in them. ‘“‘Here,” she 
touched her breast, ‘there is no milk.” She spoke slowly and care- 
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fully, choosing simple words, for she realized thar this soldier was 
scarcely able to understand her. “‘But the child sucks, and he does 
not weep.” 

“I——” Craddock was rummaging in his mind for the Italian 
words—“have baby. Girl. Twelve months old. Her name is Joy.” 
He did not show her the photograph he had in his pocket. It would 
have been too cruel a contrast with the pasty face, idiotic with 
hunger, and the soft, undeveloped fimbs of the child she held. 

“Ah,” the woman sighed, “Gioia. È bella.” A quick smile of 
delight crossed her face; then the gravity returned. ‘‘Married a long 
time?” 

“Two years.” 

“You were a soldier when you married? Your wife has not seen 
you often?” 

“Not often.” 

‘Ah, la poverina!” 
“And your husband?’ 

“A soldier. Missing. All the men from here are away. Missing. 
Killed. Prisoner. Still fighting. We do not hear any more.” 

Craddock said, dutifully, “Tt is bad, war.” He did not mean n. 
bert he knew thar these people liked to hear it. 

“Where do you live?” she asked. * Town or country?” 

“Town. Slough.” 

She tried, without success, to repeat the name. They both 
laughed, and she leaned forward and touched the back of his hand 
with her fingertips for a moment. 

“Itis near the countryside,” he added. “My father”-—he could 
not find the Italian words, and went throngh the motions of dig- 
ging, “works—country. My wife, girl from village.” 

“And you? Where do you work?” 

“Factory. Radio.” He tried to indicate in mime lis work on the 
assembly line, but her dark, heavy face showed only amused be- 
wilderment. 

“Stow old are your?” She was asking all the questions. 
‘Twenty-six. And yous” 
‘ “Twenty-three.” 

He had thought of her as older; not because of her face and body, 
which were young, but because of something undefinable in her 
attitude which compelled him all the time to behave as to a woman 
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older than himself. Je studied her’ to find what it was; perhaps it 
was her eyes, charged with experience. There was something i in her 
eyes which he could not reach, watching from behind their sub- 
missive gaze, cat’s eyes gleaming from the depths of a cave. . 

She looked up, startled, as a raucous voice came to them from the 
street corner, a man’s voice singing, “I was drunk last night, I was 
drunk the night before, Oh, Tm gonna get drunk tonight if I never 
get drunk no more.” He recognized the man as one of his platoon, a 
private named Broom who had gone off on his own for the after- 
noon. 

Broom came lurching down the street, shouting, “Vine! Vino!” 
He stopped and thumped at a door. “Vino! Gimme some vino or 
TIl come in and cut your hearts out!” 

The woman rose in alarm and backed towards the door of her 
house. Sergeant Craddock held her arm to restrain her. He felt het 
quiver under his grip, and the heat of ber arm came to his hand 
through her sleeve. “Stay here,” he said, “he will not do you 
harm.” 

Broom approached them. He was a big man with a bad recore. 
The platoon had tolerated him until an incident which occurred on 
their first day in Sicily. They had left the beach behind them and 
were following a ratted, white lane when they came upon their 
first corpse, a dead Italian soldier sprawling, face downwards by the 
wayside. The men had looked curiously, une after another, and 
gone on their way. Broom had stopped and plunged his bayonet 
into the corpse. In that moment the other men had drawn apart 
from him, and hardly a word had been spoken to him since. He 
saw the sergeant and halted, a dozen yards away. “Whoa, back!” 
he shouted. 

“Well, come on by, if you’re going into rhe billet,” said the 
sergeant. “I won't biie.” 

“Who’s goin’ into the billet?” 

“J don’t care whether you are or not, but cut out the bloody 
hullabaloo. Get inside or go an’ do your drinking somewhere else.” 

“Ah-way! I ain’t frightened of you or no one else.” Broom 
belied his words by staggering backwards fora few paces as the 
sergeant moved towards him. “We a'n’ got ter be in till nine 
g'’clock. See!” He stood swaying for a few moments, daunted, 
snarling and mumbling to himself in drunken self-consolation. 
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“‘Ah-way! I ain’t frightened; frightened, me? I’m frightened o’ no 
one!” He turned and went reeling away in retreat. 3 

“To be thus,” the woman said as she watched him go, “‘it is dirty. 
There are many like that. Everywhere in the streets, drunken 
soldiers, shouting for vino, vino. The women are frightened.” 

“Not many,” said Craddock. He was hampered by his lack of 
fluency. ‘““They seem many, but out of an army, they are few,” He 
lapsed into pidgin-Italian. ‘“‘Néwer—before—drink wine. Not 
know how strong. Drink too much. Wine and sun make— 
zigzag.” 

She shrugged her shoulders. ‘‘Wine, and sun and misery. Ah, fa 
niente. Poor brutes!’ She relaxed in her chair again and settled the 
baby on her lap. ‘““You—Catholic?” 

“No.” 

“In England, Protestant?” 

“Not me. My wife.” 

“And you?” 

“Nothing.” 

“Why?” she muttered, shocked. 

He made a little gesture, and hesitated as if afraid to reveal him- 
self; then he said, “Too many bad things in the world. Where is 
God?” 

She sighed and did not answer. 

He stood over her, made shy by the silence that had come be- 
tween them. His appearance betrayed the contradictions in him. 
His smiling eyes quarrelled with his bitter, compressed lips; his 
bearing’ was a strange amalgam of awkwardness and authority. 
“Tomorrow I will bring milk and chocolate for the baby.” 

She smiled up at him. “‘Grazie. What is your name?” 

“Joe.” 

“I am Graziella.” 

He turned self-consciously away, and as he walked back to the 
billet he could feel her looking after him. 


Long after Lights Out it was noisy in the billet. Most of the com- 
pany were in bed, but latecomers were coming in drunk all the time 
—Captain Rumbold had told the guard commander net to worry 
on this first occasion about bringing charges against them as long as 
they arrived back safely—and were making the night hideous with 
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the clatter of boots on the stone staircases, snatches of maudlin song 
and soliloquy and the sound of vomiting on the landings. 

Craddock’s platoon had the top corridor. The men were all in 
except Broom, and as soon as Sergeant Braddock heard the laggard 
shouting defiance in the yard below he went to bed. 

The men lay on the floors rolled in their blankets and listened to 
Broom’s erratic progress up the stairs. They heard him collapse 
heavily on the landing and guessed from the shuffling and grunting 
that he was moving along the corridor on all fours. Using the wall 
as a support he propped himself up into a walking position and 
propelled himsclf headlong through the nearest doorway. There 
was a thud, curses from Broom, and another man’s angry voice, 
“Go to your own bloody room!” Again the sound of Broom’s 
steel-shod boots, and of his snarling challenge, “‘Gerrup an’ Fil 
fight the lot of you.” There was the minatory crash of a rifle’s brass 
butt-plate on the floor and the words, ‘‘You’ll get this if you deg’t 
clear out.” Now he was in the corridor again, and the men heard 
his boots in a kind of drunken dance; they inferred from his mum- 
bled monologue that he was sparring up to his own shadow. An- 
other door swung inward and the men sat up angrily in their blan- 
kets as he swayed threateningly over them. A voice, with authority 
in it, shouted, ““Where’s his bloody mates? Why don’t they bloody 
well collect him?” ‘Two men of Broom’s section reluctantly came 
out into the corridor in their underpants, took his arms and dragged 
him to his room. He was still mumbling and singing, and resisting 
feebly, as they ptt him to bed. 

For fve minutes there was a blessed hush, and some of the men 
fell asleep. Then the drunken voice was audible again, singing dis- 
cordantly, “Oh, I painted er, I pai-HAINTED *er.” The song died off 
into a low monotone, “Swindling swine, dity, stinking, Eyetie 
swindling devils. After your money, that’s what they are, after your 
money, your money, that’s all they want.” The voice rose again, 
thick with indignation, ““Your money. Laughin’ at yer, they are, 
laughin’ at yer. Laugh! Tl give ’em Jaugh.” He shrieked, “Kill 
em! Kill’em all! Kill’a bastards! I'll give ’em laugh!” 

There were shouts from all along the corridor of “Shut ’im up!” 
“Shove ’im in the guardroom!” “‘Do ’im, someone!” His com- 
panions succeeded in subduing him. 

There was another hush; then, from all the rooms, groans and 
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cursés as Broom's voice was heard again and the thump of his bare 
feet. “Lemme alone!” The hiss of a bayonet coming out of its 
scabbard. “Ah! That shook yer! Don’t like the ol’ baynit, do yer? 
Now verraway from that door. I’m warnin’ yer. Gerraway!” The 
thick shriek again. “‘Gerraway!”" He was in the corridor again. He 
entered another room, and the men shrank back in their blankets as 
he raised his bayonet above their heads and laughed wildly at them. 
He staggered across tu the French vindows that wave on to the bal- 
cony and struck at the pane with the hilt of the bayonet. There was 
the sound of glass breaking and falling, of the bayonet wrenching in 
the woodwork, of a scutile between men; a thump, aclarter— he had 
hurled the bayonet at somcone uctoss the 00m — and a trsumphant 
shout. He was free, and out on the balcony. 

Geoff Jobling, in the next 100m, cried, “Oh, my God, he’s got 
outside. Hell hurt himself.” He jumped to his fect and hurried 
barefoot towards the balcony. Harry, struggling out of slecp, sat up 
and shouted in alanın, “Get back to bed, you httle focl. 1f he wants 
to Kill himsclf it’s his ov n busmess.” He was too lawe. Geotf was 
out on the haleuny, padding atter Broom, remonstrating with him. 
Harry hurled his blankets aw ay and strode rowards the wan ‘ow. He 
was half-w av actoss the room: when there was a Joud cracking secund 
from outside. The clear, bovish voice rose suddenty 19 a high- 
pitched shout. There was a rnmbling, a ery of alum, echoing 
distantly up fiom the sentry in the porch; then a terrible crash, and 
silence. 

The balkony had given away. Broom hung over the bah ony ran 
of the storey below, limp and moana. ‘Themen who pulled himin 
found that he was unhurt, and in a few moments he opened his eyes, 
grinned stupidly up at them, has led a snatch of “Nellie Dean” and 
began to curse his rescuers. Geoff Jobling lay on the pavement of 
the courtyard, and even hefore the men of the guud had removed ' 
the hal(-ton of rubble that wes piled on top of him, they knew that 
he was dead. 

There was the flicker of candles being lit, a babble of voices, the 
noise of movement in the rooms, a thunder of footsteps on the stair- 
case. The men came crowding out into the courtyard. One group 
brought Bivom with them, holding him imprisoned with his arms 
twisted suvagely behind him. Sergeant Craddock was there, in 
command, for the officers were away at their quarters. “Stand back, 
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lads,” he said. ‘He motioned the men back, but he did not interfere 
with Harry Jobling, who stood over the body with a puzzled glint 
in his eyes. “Get a stretcher. And get the truck started up.’ 

There was a loud and derisive belch from Broom, and the men 
closed in on him, murmuring. There was a shout of “Murderer!” 
and another of “Lynch the bastard!” Harry Jobling raised his bead. 
He looked bewildered. He saw Broom, and heard him singing 
indistinctly, and his expression changed. The sergeant pushed 
through the crush. **That’s enough! Get back to bed!” He pushed 
one man in the chest and sent him reeling back into the crowd. He 
swung another by his shoulders and flung him away. “‘I said, get to 
bed. I won’t tell you again.” He signed to the guard commander 
and indicated Broom, “Put this in the bloody guardroom.” 

Someone called, “‘What’ll happen to him?” 

“Don’t you worry,” replied the sergeant. “Hell get whar’s 
coming to him.” 

“Will he?” Everyone was startled by the low voice of Harry 
Jobling. ““What’l) the charge bes Drunk and disorderly? Breakin’ 
a window? They can’t do nothing else to him.” He pointed at the 
body. “Look!” His voice shook. "Look ar this. After...” With- 
out warnings he lunged across at Broom. “PIHA you!” Iis hands 
were on Brooim’s throat. No one interfered. Two men still held 
Broom’s arms beltind his back. Broom ovttered terrified, strangling 
noises. Vomit and saliva trickled from his mouth, and his eyes 
bulged. 

Sergeant Craddock wrenched Jobling away from the other man. 
“Leave him to me.” He was holding both of Jobling’s arms. He 
said, more quietly, “You can’t do nothing now, Harry. I’m taking 
the boy to headquarters. I know it’s no use, but the doc’s got to see 
bim. Yowll want to come along with us, eli? Pil get you a not cup 
©’ tea up there. Iri do you good.” 

Jobling was shivering new under Craddock’s hands. “‘Hot cup o’ 
teal VIL kill him. I’m not a man to threaten, but I swear by Jesns 
Christ Almighty PILKIH that drunken beası!” He relaxed in the 
sergeant’s grip, then suddenly tore himself free and dived at Broom 
ence more. The sergeant seized his arm. Harry turned and struck 
atthe sergeant. Craddock dickered out of the way of the blow, jab- 
bed his righit fist into Jobling’s stomach and chopped with the left at 
his jaw. Jobling sprawled at his feet. The men were quiet. Jobling 
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had done a serious thing. But the sergeant only said, “‘Take him 
away, someone, before he gets into trouble.” 

As Jobling was being helped to his feet, the sergeant said to him, 
“Listen, Harry; I know it’s hard, but try to listen. Don’t be a fool. 
If you can ’t think of nothing else, think of your old lady. If you was 
to swing for a piece of filth like that”—he pointed to Broom— 
“ird be the end of her.” 

Jobling said nothing. He allowed. his comrades to lead him away. 
As he was nearing the foot of the staircase he jerked away from 
‘them and reached Broom with a Jeap. He’bore the drunkard to the 
ground, and began to trample with hobnailed boots on his chest and 
head. This time it took the sergeant and three of the guard to pull 
Jobling away. He fought with insane obstinacy and smashed the 
nose of one of the sentrics. 

“Put him in the guardroom,” ordered the sergeant. ““Better lock 
him up till the morning. For his own good. We'll see what's to do 
with him then, when the captain’s back. I'll take the other one down 
to headquarters. Further apart they are, the better. Corporal 
Honeycombe, I’m going down with the truck. You get the men to 
bed.” 

The body was carried to the truck. Private Broom was flung 
over the tailboard by the two men who were his escort. The injured 
sentry climbed aboard, and the sergeant mounted beside the driver. 

When the truck had driven away the men dispersed and went to 
bed. Onc by one the lights went out. The talking died away, and 
after a while there was silence. 

It was a hor night. The sound of shelling came from the hills 
inland and from the coast to the north. All night long the bombers 
passed overhead. But the men were used to the sounds of war, and 
they slept. Only Harry Jobling remained awake, crouching till the 
dawn like a caged beast in the corner of his cell. 


CHAPTER FOUR 


On the way next morning from his sleeping quarters to his com- 

pany’s billet in the Via dei Martiri, Captain Rumbold considered 

what was to be done with Jobling. He had not expected such 

depths of anger from so stolid and undemonstrative a man. It all 
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went to show, ihe quiet ones were the ones you had to watch. Still, 
Jobling’ was a good soldier, with a clean conduct sheet. He could 
hardly be blamed for his behaviour. He would probably be more 
reasonable this morning; upset, perhaps, now that gitet had come to 
take the place of rage, but ready to listen to sense. The sentry with 
the broken nose was a decent man; he would be certain to agree if 
the captain were to Ict the matter diop. Yes, that was the thing to do. 
Fverybody was entitled to one blow-up. He would talk to Jobling 
and send him bch to duty. 

Hed havı to write to the mother, tuo, about the other boy. Pity, 
it seemed a waste tò rhe so drearily after the dice had come up the 
right way for twenty-seven successive days of battle. That Chap 
Up There, whoever he was, with whom the padre professed to be 
acquainted, ouglit to leave infantry men atone when they came our 
ot the line. Atter all, tair was far. Nice hid, too. Bit uf a boy scout, 
but a guod footballer. Soft on the outside but the right stuff under- 
noth. He hid im a message once, from his platoon to the capt: un, 
with mortar bombs dropping all round him He hid come seramb- 
ling duwn into the gully where company headquarters was estab- 
lished, gu pine, “Phew, what price Fol Flynne” 

Now, about the letter. “He was loved by all who knew him ” 
That was the usual thing. And “he died instently, without any 
pain.” Perhaps, “‘ne gave his hfe trying to telp a comta Ie.” That 
was a laugh. Oh, well, Piggott would help to write it. The first 
joh was to see the I rothar, 

In a couple ut hours the sunshine would be white and dazzling, 
the heat African, bit at this time ca the morning the light was gay 
and gentle and J oglish, painting the pavemcnts a daftodil-5 ellow 
and fling the ar wuh an awakening warmth C iptiun Rumbold 
eapenen ed a pkasant, after-breakfast feelinz as he approached the 
bilir +. 

But when he turned into the shadowed porchwav his plans and 
his complacency were destroyed. A few minutes ago Harry Job- 
ling, rel a ed from his ccll so thet one of the senrries mipht take hmm 
to the cookhouse for breakfast, had knocked his ¢ cort unconscious 
and escaped. 


When Graddock was angry or worried his tor head was deeply 
corrugated, making him look older and more pow crful than he was. 
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The men saw this and were subdied in his presetiet throughout the 
day. They had many questions to ask him about the Joblitig affair, 
Sut for the present they restrained themselves He was bitter against 
Jobling, for whose escape he would be held responsible, he was 
depressed, too, at the thought of the man lurking somewhere ın the 
dockside slums, lonely and desperate, being driven by rage and 
blind grief step by step towards destruction. It was only when he 
had completed his duties and was washing himself after tea that he 
remembered his promise to see the woman along the street 
again. 

Her door was closed. He knoched with his knuckles and entered 
im response to her cry of “Avant!” She was just tucking the baby 
into its cot She offered him a quick smule of pleasure, drew a chair 
back from the table for him, and went on talking 1n rapid Italian 
with a youn girl who stood in the shadow on the othet side of the 
cot. She paused and turned to Craddock again. “This 1s my 
cousin,” she explained, “Nella ” 

The gurl gumaced., “Scbistiina—but Nella is nier, isn’t 1t?” 
She was very young, and her slim body moved freely inside her 
loose dress She came into the ight, and Craddock saw het clearly. 
Her smooth blick harr, piled upon her shoulders, framd a face that 
was dark and flawless, oval im shape with a pointed chin The first 
impression that she guve was one of shyness and childish purity, but 
when she smiled at him with her head bowed and her eyes half- 
closed she looked as sly and wicked as the Mona Lisa She said, “I 
must go now. Mv mamma awaits me.” She scampered without 
dignity across the room, but at the door she compoxd herself and 
smiled at him again She suid “Craou?” and vanished 

Craddock laughed, and jerked his head towards the door. “How 
old?” 

‘Fifteen. My cousin She lives nea'by with her mothe. Some 
mghts she stays here with me People do not think well bere of a 
married woman whio lives alone. My basband’s motin r stayed with 
me, but she died a month ago, when there vere bombLardm_nts and 
no fool. Later, perhaps, I will go to live with somvone of the 
family, but for the present Nella keeps me company ” 

“she has the’—he could not think of the word he wanted — 
“the look—of a woman ” 

Graziella laughed. “She 1s ardent. but I watch her. She ss a 
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virgin. Itis nevessary to watch her, always. Now, with the soldiers 
—they will leave her alone, you think, if they know that she is a 
child? ‘You will watch, too?” 

He was embarrassed at the sudden assumption of intimacy, but 
he said, “Have no féar.” He took some tins from his pockets and 
put them on the table. ‘Here! Milk, for the baby, another of milk, 
some chocolate, some biscuits, and for you a tin of beef.” 

She clasped her hands. “Ah, it is good of you. I thank you. My 
poor little boy, he needs the milk so much.” She gathered up the 
tins. ““You have no bread?” 

Ile frowned at the impertinence of the request and answered, “I 
cannot bring you bread. We do not eat it ourselves. Biscuits are 
good enough for us.” 

“Ah, no. I was not thinking of that. I have a little bread. It is 
not good bread, but perhaps you would like to eat a picce of it.” 

He relaxed. “No. We eat well. But thank you.” 

He moved awkwardly about the room while she arranged "the 
tins on a shelf, [fe knew what she expected, what all these women 
expected. Several of his men were alrcady “‘fixed up”. He was not 
Wild for it, but ic seemed unmanly not to make the next move. He 
feared, particularl,, that she would think him cowardly; and he felt, 
obscurely, that with her he could rid himself of the strain and depres- 
sion he had experienced throughout the day. They were looking 
at each other, and avoiding cach other's look. The silence shamed 
him. He advanced upon her and drove her back to the wall. She 
looked up at him with fear. He tock her by the shoulders and 
sought her mouth with his. She turned her head away and her full 
soft cheek was against his lips. He was not sure whether this 
was play or an insult. As soon as hie had com, within a foot of her 
he had felt the Lear that she radiated, a heat thet he had known with 
no other woman. He could see a palpitation beneath her dress, He 
tried, with one hand, to force her mouth up to his. She resisted, and 
repulsed him with a sudden push of her knees. She put her hand up 
to protect her mouth, and said, “‘No! My kisses are for my 
husband.” 

He was abuut to fall on her again when he saw the despair in 
her face. He hesitated, the violence drained out of him, and he | 
moved away, uttering a little grunt of derision at his own defeat. 

She said, “Go now.” 
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He could not apologize, but he stood his ground as if waiting for 
an explanation. 

She remained Icaning against the wall, her head turned away. 
At last she found the courage to meet his eyes. She had a bruised, sul- 
len air. She said, ‘I thought I could have a friend without being a 
whore.” 

He lit a cigarette and held the packet out to her. She shook her 
head, and suddenly she smiled again. “Let us gu outside. It is 
better in the strect.” She walked to the door, with a silent, animal 
grace, and he followed. 

When they were sitting in the street she said, in a conversational 
fone, “I do not know how it is elsewhere. They say in other places 
itis different, but in this place, among our kind of people, a woman 
is a virgin, a wife or a whore. I am not a virgin’”—she smiled a 
Jittle—“‘and I do not want to be a whore.” 

“I know,” Craddock said, “forget it. What’s your little boy’s 
aame?” 

“Fifo. Teis short for Filippo.” 

“How long have you not seen your husband?” 

“A year. No letters for four months.” 

“You love him?” 

“Love.” she shrugged her shoulders. “My Vincenzo is a good 
man. He was good to me. He was strong and he worked hard and 
gave me his money. He bought me little presents, and sometimes 
we laughed together. Here a wife does nor expect all that. Few 
women ure so fortunate.” 

“What work did he do?” 

“He was a labouter in the port. In the army, an intantry- 
man.” 

“We are infantry.” 

“I know.” 

“That chocolate, you can eat some of it yourself. L will bring 
more,” 

“Thank you.” She paused, as if trying to find a safe topic of con- 
versution. “‘Do many of yout men desert?” 

ENO.” 

“Why not?” 

“If they did, the Germans would win. We”—his resources 
failed him again—“like animals—under thum.” 
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“We are like animals now.” 

“Finished, all that. It will be different.” 

“Rosario says all masters are the same.” 

“We think differently. The people can be masters.” 

“That is a dream.” 

“Many aie dreaming.” 

Craddock was interrupted hy a shout from the direction of thè 
billet. “Sergeant Craddock! Hey, sergeant!” Piggott came run- 
ning towards them, his fat body wobbling above his short legs. 
“Hey, sarge! The few seconds’ exertion in the sunshine had 
covered his face with a glistening film of sweat. “I got news. Bad 
news. They’ve just sent a message from Headquarters. It’s Jobling. 
He hasn’t lost any time, the silly, bloody, crazy idiot. Me's just 
turned up there with a pistol—I suppose he bought ıt in the town, 
they’re ten a penny in the black matket— an’ he took a potshot at 
Broom. Thank heavens he missed. But he got away, and the @t’s 
in the fire now, propetly. The redcaps have put out an alarm, and 
the whole hloody army’s after him. God help him when thev catch 
lum now.” 

“the captain know 5?” 

“Yes. He’s in the office. He wants tu see you.” 

“Ym coming now.” Craddock made his eacuses to Graziella and 
hurried afte: Piggott. 


Sergeant Craddock hud a room in the billet. The quarters of the 
rifle cumpanies were scattered abort the town, and the colonel had 
decided that the sergeants should sleep close by thei: men mstcad of 
in their own Mess at Headquarters. 

Late that night he was still aw tke, lying in ‘us blankets listening 
to Coiporal Honeycombe, hig room-m ite, sth ring and muttetsig m 
the hot darkness. He could not make up his mind about Graziella. 
He was not disin yed by her attitude, but he was uncasy. He knew 
that if he pressed her she would capitulute: he semembered her 
hunted eapression, her heaving breast, the damp heat of her 
shoulders beneath her thin dress. She was not a woman to play at 
love ind if he forced a decision he might upset her v hole liie. On 
the other hand, they were both human. How long could they heep 
up their present relationship withont strain and hostiliry creeping 
into it? And then, he thought, whar did she reuly want? A man 
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never knew. A woman might :opulse him and despise him for not 
persisting. 

He had not much expenence with women to guide hin. Before 
his marriage there had been a succession of fumbling episodes with 
girls at the factory and one night spent with a flashy blonde he 

_Mad met in a pub, a woman whose cynicism and self-possession had 
abashed hım. Fle felt deeply affectionate towards his wife, but he 
had never known any depths of passien with her. Then married life 
had consisted of hilf a dozen ten day Je nes, during which he had 
always felt like a v1 nor ın the house rather than its master She 
would spend hours ubsorly din her housework o: with the baby, 
and only ar intervals, 1s 1f reminded by a sense of duty, would she 
come to him 25 a pleasant companion; love wis a concession tint 
she grinted, not without tenderness, at nights. In the Army he had 
only been unt uthful to hts wife with one wom in, a cheerful, sensible 
bus conductics , verse lf im irried to a soldier sern ing overse is, who 
had kept lim company dung has last three months im Pl mouth 
before comin abroad She had been a good frend u I a pens 
dnnking patie One night, walkirg home with hes, In had pushed 
her up agua ta wall and had his will of her Afteawaids she hart 
reartanucd her clothing and sud, ‘ That's the lasr time foc, 1f you 
want to keep on seging me ” Burwhen onthe eve ot nt, departure, 
he had yone to } er and sud, “Ith ' we're ch ovin’ off, Bet, in a day 
or two, tortecp ,” she hid tal en him home to spend the nv} t with 
her. He remembered her with warmth. 

If he hesitated now it the prospect of bucomme invc lived v ith 
rsra.tella, it was not because he was deterred hy any principkhs He 
would grin when one of his c ompanions tried to morale about sex, 
and would say, “Dry up. mate, ) ou can’t mike rule, for that game.” 
Neverthe less there was somuthing that disconraged him 

The fact was that Sec int Craddock had loor track of his furure; 
he was dimly aware of the fict and was disturbed by it. Once he 
had had plans and ambitrons for a life very different from the onc he 
was now Ie idine He had gone into the radio factory after wot king 
for year» in vs less, errand-boy occupations, in the hope tha. there 
he might hnd an interesting job, a channel for his wasted intell- 
gence. Work on the assembly line had turned out as boring and as 
futile as any of his previous yobs. Undismayed, he had enrolled for 
a correspondence course in radio enymeering, and for his first two 
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years in the Army he had spent his spate time carrying on with the 
course. Army life at that time was empty and unexciting, the war 
was remote arid unreal; his marriage in nineteen-forty-one had 
sharpened his private ambitions and he had worked al] the harder. 
Then, in nineteen-forty-two, he had been sent to one of the new 
battle schvols that were changing the spirit of the Army. A new 
interest had flooaed into the vacuum of his Ife. His keen mind and 
sturdy body hud responded to the excitement of war. Here was a 
test, such as he had never known, of quick wits and initiative. Here 
wete trials, cacli more desperate, that drove the body beyond the 
last Known limits of human endurance and proved to it that it was 
capable of undieamed-of feats. Here was a sport, the sport of kill- 
ing, that was more exacting, more breathless, more dangerous than 
any he hud known. There was a wealth of technical knowledge to 
be mastered, in we pons, explosives, tactics. Promot'un came, and 
with it the new satisfaction of leadership. The furure faded out of 
his consciousness and the past began to blur. His wife still wrote 
and wked him (for she was still eager about the life they were going 
to make after the war) how he was getting on with his correspon- 
dence course, and he would answer that everything was going well, 
although he hid long since dropped it. Yer, he had lost track of his 
futute. 

Now, only four months out of England, he was aw are that he had 
a wife and a biby gal, of whom he was fond and to whom he 
recognized his rcs ponstbslities, but he could no longer visualize 
them clearly uiless he had their pi tares in front of jum. “Arter the 
war? was something which he po onge talos oc thuught about. 
Sumetimes he would speculate about the future of the world, for 
politics interested him, but never about his ov n. Tt was somewhere 
away in the nusts, uepossible to discern, He did not know it, but 
he was alieady convinced sube mseiousky that he conkl not possibly 
survive. 

When, sometimes, he m iuuged to wrench his theughts back te 
the subject, it wis not to make concrete plans for hims If, but only 
to think of his wife and child as the only certuinties thar awaited him 
out there in those dark mists, the only entines to which he could 
anchor himself if he ever wanted to make anvthing ar all of the rest 
of his life. ‘thus, although he had no profound seruples about 
married ndeliry, be felt that it would not do to let himself drift too 
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far away from his wife, to increase with woman after woman the 
distance between them and the difficulty of reunion. 

Honeycombe was writhing and thumping about in his blankets, 
talking to himself rapidly and unintelligibly. He started up, and 
interrupted the sergeant’s thoughts with a shout of “‘They’re com- 
ing through the vines!” He sat up, trembling. 

“‘Hi-aye,” said Craddock. ‘‘Have a fag.” 

Honeycombe wiped the sweat from his face and expelled a long, 
scarcely controlled breath. He added slicepishly, ‘‘I was dreaming 
about them bastards.” 

Craddock knew that he meant the Germans. 

The corporal lit his cigarette. ‘“That was a do, wasn’t it?” 

“The Pink Farmhouse?” 

“Ah. Thought it was my lot that time. Them up on the top 
there, tossing grenades down into the ditch. And that bloody Span- 
dau in the barn. Kep’ quiet till we was right on top of it.” He 
pulled his blunkets over him again. “Queer, I’d forgotten all about 
it till tonight. You think you never will, but you du.” 

“Funny how you forget, isn’t it?” 

Honeycombe suid, “Ah. Seems a long time already, cdloesn’t it?” 
But the sergeant did not answer. He was thinking of Graziella. 

Honeycombe said, “‘ "Night, Joc.” 

Craddock was silent. He hy for a long time watching the rel 
glow of his companion’s cigarette, and trying within himself to 
recapture what he had felt when he was close to the woman. 


CHAPTER FIVE 
Time word “shop”, which, to the soldiers, called up visions of 
plate-ylass windows, awnings and neatly stocked counrers, hardly 
seemed appropriate when they applied it io the den in which 
Rosario and his mother lived. It was next door to Graziella’s 
dwelling, and, like ir, consisted of one room opening out on to the 
street. The only difference was that, while Graziella used the 
whole of her space as living accommodation, Rosario and his 
mother only occupied a small strip of floor against the rear wall. In 
the foreground were trestle benches, with a narrow space 16 pass 
between; these and the shelves on the walls were laden with sacks 
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of beans, split peas, dried melon seeds, maize, dried figs, prickly 
pears, pasta, peppers and other eatables, with casks of wine, drums 
of paraffin and flagons of olive oil. Ropes of garlic hung on the in- 
side of the door and in the barred window. All of the dwellings in 
this quarter of the town were of the same size. Most of them had to 
accommodate large families. Many of them were also shops like 
Rosario’s, or workshops where the breadwinner toiled with his 
children swarming and screaming in every corner. 

At eight o'clock in the morning Rosario opened the door and 
admitted a little strip of sunshine into the premises. The improvised 
counters were a barrier that prevented the daylight from ever 
penetrating to the rear part of the room. The air inside was heavy 
with the smel! of garlic and of human occupation, and Rosario 
stepped out into the open air with pleasure. 

Graziellu's front door was still closed. He looked at it with 
savage yearning. All the strength inside him was urging his body 
to crash through the flimsy door and to confront her. He cofild 
imagine her, startled, in hee bed. her hair in a black disorder upon 
the pillow, her face beautitu) with terror. The cloce warmth of her 
room was in his nostrils. He had been dogging her for months but 
he had never done more than glare at her or utter a few inarticulate 
words. She was careful never to be alone with him and whenever 
he contrived to come close to her she would daunt him with a 
glance, her lips compressed, her eyes angry and imperious. 

A man was sitting on the low step of Francesca’s house across the 
road. It was the stranger; he was crouched forward over something 
that he held in his lap. Rosario shouted, “‘Buon giorno.” The 
stranger looked up. He was a small man, with a pale, lean face and 
smooth black hair that fell across his forelw id. He stared for a 
moment, and answered, “Buon giorno,” in a quiet voice that carried 
us fur as Rusario’s shout. 

Rosario crossed the street, fecling at once sociable and curious. 
When he came close he saw that the stranger was carving at a block 
of wood with a black-handled knife. From the wood there was 
beginning to emerge a figure, about six inches long, cf Christ on 
the Cross. The head, chest and arms were carved in some detail; 
the legs were only roughly cut out; the cruss behind was barely 
discernible. The stranger was completely absorbed in his task. Seen 
more closely, his spare body was muscular and his pallor was of the 
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kind that hinted at strength and fanaticism. He handled the dan- 
gerous, double-edged blade deftly and, at intervals, his chin finger- 
tips manipulated a piece of sandpaper with a sensitiveness that was 
fascinating to watch. Without bothering to complete the rest of the 
figure he was working on the chest and shoulders, bringing out the 
contours of ribs and muscles and polishing the surface up to a glossy 
smoothness. 

Rosario said, “It is beautiful.” 

The man puffed sawdust away from the block and nodded 
slightly, without raising his head. 

“You make these to sell?” 

“No.” The man went on working. 

“My cousin is an artist, too. You have seen the posters in the Via 
Etnea, for the cinemas. It is he who paints them. All day and all 
night he paints. He is thin and ill. His art devours him. You are a 
Catanese? I have not seen you before.” 

“No.” 

“Where do you come from?” 

“The North.” 

“Where? Piedmont? Tuscany? Liguria?” 

The stranger paused in his work and looked up. Rosario could 
feel the force and intensity of the man. “You are a deserter?” 

Rosario answered, warily, ““Yes.”’ 

“Then why ask questions?” 

Rosario laughed. “I understand. But I cannot place your ac- 
cent.” The man spoke a melodious Italian, wirhout the Sicilian 
harshness or blurring of the consonants: but he sounded his ‘‘r’’s 
softly, at the back of his throat, instead of trilling them with his 
tongue in the familiar way. 

Rosario was annoyed by the man’s reserve. This was not the 
way people lived together in the Via dei Martiri. He tried again. 
“The English are taking on labourers. There will be work. You 
will go to work for them?” 

The stranger’s eyes did not waver. “Perhaps.” 

“TI will go. I will fight for no one, but I will work for anyone. 
There is an English sergeant here who speaks a little Italian. A little. 
only, but he understands. I shall speak to him, for myself. Shat) I 
ask him for you?” 

“Ng.” 


Francesca appeared. She was unkempt, still fastening up the neck 
of her black dress. Her expression was hostile and apprehensive. 
‘Come inside and eat,” she shrilled. 

WitBout a word to Rosario the stranger heaved himself to his 
feet, brushed the sawdust from his knees and went indoors. Fran- 
cesca made as if to shut the door. 

“Good morning, Francesca,” said Rosario, mocking her for her 
discourtesy in not having greeted him. 

“Good morning, Rosario.” She looked over his shoulder. 
*“Eeco! Graziella has come out. She is waiting for you, I am sure.” 

Ah, these women knew how to kick a man in the belly! He 
heard ‘the door close behind him as he hurried across the street, in a 


panic to sce Graziella for a few seconds before she disappeared 
again. 


In the next two days there appeared in every window and on 
every clothes-line in the street such a flutter of white singlets and 
khaki tunics that the whole street seemed to be bedecked with flags 
of conquest. The soldicrs had plenty of leisure time. They were 
mainly occupied with guard duties at dumps, headquarters and 
other military establishments about the town; small parties marched 
off every morning and returned twenty-four hours later with 
twenty-four hours’ rest to follow, so that there was always a pro- 
portion of idle men left in the billet. These employed their spare 
time in exploring the strect and its surroundings, in making friends 
and—if they were enterprising enough—in installing themselves 
in hospitable houscholds. A stream of women called daily at the 
guardroom with bundles of washing or messages; and it was already 
no uncommon occurrence for a soldier, comin y out into the street, 
to be hailed by a barefoot child with a shrill c-y of “Pappa!” 

Of all rhe men nonce had became more domesticated than Private 
Ling. The little man had taken up with a mountainous Sicilian. 
woman. In the evenings, when his friends walked by the house, 
they could hear the woman’s voice everlastingly raised in shrill 
abuse while Ling sat on a kitchen chair in the doorway, his head 
averted from her, puffing his pipe stubbornly, wering the same re- 
mote and unhappy expression behind which years of henpecking in 
civilian life had no doubt taught him to shelter. Yet, sitting there, 
with the woman's half a dozen brats clustering and clambering 
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about him, he looked strangely content at her nagging, and when 
his comrades questioned him he would assert his fondness for her 
with a peevish, “‘Gah way! Leave us alone, can’t yer. She’s all 
right!” 

Captain Rumbold was perplexed by all this. He could not con- 
fine his men to their billet. He was not the kind of man to curtail 
their spare time by ordering parades or other extra duties out of 
spite or as a deterrent. He was a wise enough leader to know that 
further warnings would have no effect and would only lower his 
authority. He recognized that there was a process at work which he 
could not check, and he did nothing. 

To Piggott, however, who was his confidant as well as his clerk, 
he was indignantly cloquent. “Would you have believed it? Chaps 
out of decent homes! You’d have thought wild horses wouldn’t 
have dragged them into the kind of pigsties these people live in. 
Dark, dirty, smelly, bloody holes—that’s all they are—holes in the 
wall—full of flies and bugs and fleas. People in rags, scratching 
themselves day and night, look as if they’ve never had a bath in their 
lives! I can’t imagine what’s got into the chaps.” 

Piggott grinned. “‘Can’t you? They’re along way from home, 
you know. It’s not the old front parlour they remember nowadays, 
it’s those holes in the ground they slept in out there on the plains. 
This ol’ street may niff a bit, but it don’t smell as bad as the water 
out of polluted wells or those unburied dead rottin’ out there in the 
sun. Besides, from what I’ve seen, our fellows are makin’ a bit of a 
change already. Quite a bit of spring-cleanin’ goin’ on in a quiet 
sort of way, you know. I saw ol’ Fooksy across the road beating 
hellout of a mattress on the pavement. And little Sparrow scrubbing 
the floor in his place with that big tart of his screaming at him all the 
time. You can smell the carbolic as you walk down the street.” 

““Yes,” said the captain bitterly, “‘and it all comes out of the 
stores!” 

“Anyway, it’s all in a good cause. Some of these judies aren’t bad 
lookers.” 

“What!” exclaimed the captain. “And you a Salvationist! I’m 
ashamed of you! Don’t tell me you’ve got one, too?” 

Piggott simpered. “‘Not what you'd call exclusive. Name of 
Paloma. Lives across the road. What a dame! It’s like a kick from 
a carthorse when she just slaps you on the back.” 
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“Sounds like my kind of gal,” said the captain. 

Piggott looked ingratiating. ‘‘Want to make an appointment?” 

“Away, you little ponce! Back to your typewriter! Do I look as 
if I neéd your leavings?” 

It was not, the captain thought, as he went off to inspect the bil- 
let, that he objected to the men having a bit of relaxation. He just 
didn’t like the way they were taking a nose-dive over the whole thing, 
and getting so thoroughly mixed up with this crowd of foreigners. 
There was no need to make such a business of it. Take your 
fun and forget it, that was the soldier’s way. After all, a soldier had 
to keep in condition; and to keep in condition he needed plenty of 
good food, when he could get it, plenty of sleep, when he could get 
it, and—when he could get it—a little bit of cuddle to loosen him 
up. But no strings. Anyway, it was about time he looked around 
for himself. He’d been busy up to now, getting the company settled 
in, secing that they made a decent home of their billet, scrounging a 
little bit more than their allotted rations for them and seeing that 
the cooks turned it into something tasty. He could do with a bit of 
a bender now, to kecp in trim. He’d have to see about it. He was 
not a man for beating about the bush. ‘There was no time like the 
present. He’d have a look-see in the next couple of nights. Of 
course, he could do what a lot of the officers at H.Q. were doing, 
and go visiting among the local bigwigs, in search of a nice contessa 
or a bonny baroness. This island was lousy with titles. But that 
might take time, and while the tedious pursuit was going on among 
the coffee-cups and the small-talk, the battalion might be whisked 
off. No, there was time for the social whirl later. To start with he’d 
take what was going nearer home. Not too near, for his men were 
vigilant; and nothing would entice him into c ne of those verminous 
beds. No, he knew the drill; the utility truck a nice girl, and a nice 
quiet lane somewhere outside the town. The old civvie technique, 
that had enlivened his insurance round. He found a cobweb behind 
a door, roared an angry command and grinned indulgently as men 
scuttled to obey. 


Craddock and Graziella spent both evenings together. Neither 
of them referred to the incident in her house, and both treated 
their friendship as a matter of course. Graziella accepted Crad- 
dock’s presence as a protection from the attentions of other men, 
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and because he was the source of the food which was already bring- 
ing life into her baby’s eyes. She was grateful, too, for the company 
of a man, even though this incomplete relationship sometimes stir- 
red her painfully, after months of loneliness. Craddock was also 
feeling the strain. She behaved without reserve in his presence, lean- 
ing towards him and placing her hot hand on his when she became 
excited in conversation, or letting, her thick hair brush close against 
his face so that soon, even when he was apart from her, he felt him- 
self alive in response to the warmth that she radiated. Nevertheless 
the time passed pleasantly with hu. It was fascinating to grapple 
with the language, and somehow casier to talk with a woman. 
Fluency seemed to come as much by listening as hy talking and his 
confidence increased almost hourly. Her personalin, too, puzzled 
and attracted him; he watched her intently, pondering about her, all 
the time they were together. She was illiterate, but she often dis- 
played an instinctive wisclom. There was pride in her every attitude, 
and at the same time submission, She hal, Hke att these women, no 
apparent interests of her own in life; her whole being seemed de- 
signed to complement that of a min: yet there was always some- 
thing secret and independent in her manmr. While he was t dking 
Craddock would ənddenh notice her and the other women listen- 
ing, as still as a proup of statuary, their heads inchned to one side, 
no trace of comment in their eyes or in the cet of their datk faces. 
‘They would sit or stand thus, utterly wirhout motion, for minutes 
on end. Then the moment and the mood would hreak up, like 
livht on water, and they were all movement, violence, laughter and 
shrill voice » wy tin. 

For the sake ot propriety the two of them remained outdoors, on 
the pavement. A noisy group of neighbours would gather to join 
in the conv: rsation, always around the same nuclens; at the centre, 
seated, Craddock und Graziella; nearby, lounging in his doorway 
and occasionally addressing Craddock with great familiarity, Ro- 
sario, who bad already accosted Craddock in the street, elicited a 
promise of any odd jobs thit might occur abont the billet, and in 
general laid the found nions of what miglu become a very profitable 
and interesting friendship; cowering ut Craddock’s elbow, Old 
Buonocorso, peering at Craddock out of the wreck of a once- 
intelligent face and chain-smoking the sergeant’s cigarettes; and 
behind the old man, his ten-year-old son Aldo, standing with an 
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art round the neck of the huge Sicilian ‘mastiff that always accome, 
panied hirn. 

“That old man,” said Graziella—the boy was out of the way at 
the time, but she spoke quite brutally in front of the father—‘‘how 
old do you think he is?” 

Craddock was embarrassed, but Old Buonocorso only grinned 
waterily at him and mumbled, “Una sigaretta, signor sergente?” 
Craddock pave him a cigarette and answered “I don’t know. In his 
sixties, perhaps.” 

“Forty-four,” said Grazicella, ‘“‘eh, old man?” 

Buonocurso showed his broken teeth in a grin of confirmation. 

“Three years ago,” she said, “he lived among us. A fine man, a 
lion. Others were fiazhtened, of the militia, of the secret police, but 
never he. He brought secret newspapers, he read to us the truth. 
Everywhere in the town ‘oday you will meet men who say they 
were always anti-fascists inside. This one was an anti-fascist out- 
side. He fought against our misery.” She laughed. “See what hap- 
pens to those who fielt against our misery. They took him away, 
and a few weeks iro, after the fascist soevernment had fallen and the 
prisons were opened, this”—she indicated the old min—‘came 
back to us. He crawls, he whines, he bess, he is not a man any 
more.” 

Rosario suid, ‘“The spirit is dead. He 1s lhe the rest of us now.” 

“Worse,” said a woman who stood helinnd Gr viclla’s chair, “he 
is humilated. Better to be dead and bused than hving and dead.” 

Craddock ashed, “How dees he live?” 

“Told you,” said Graaella, “She beeps. Kvervone piyes. Ido not 
know bow, but everyone finds something to give. And the boy 
looks after hum. ‘The boy looks for work. He is a fine hoy. The 
father brought him up in his own image, ar} now the bov is what 
the father wus. For thice years the child v aited to see his father 
again. idis father was a hero. Aldo boasted to the other bovs about 
his father, and sang to them the Bandiera Rossu, and he said, ‘See, 
that is the forbidden sonz. People fear to sing it, bux my father 
taught it to me.’ Now tho father has come bach ani the son is 
broken-hearted. But he is loyal. He is a good boy.” 

The old man was nodding incessantly and pinning up at Crad- 
dock with a wild, hormble eagerness. “It is true. Iam finished. You 
cannot imagine whut it is like in those places. They degrade, they 
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defile. They make a man insult his own soul: They make him 
trample on others. After that itis useless, But my boy is good.” 
He extended a shaky hand, “Ancora una sigaretta, eh, signor ser- 
gente?” 

Aldo had come-back, and he tugged at his father’s sleeve and said 
in agony, ‘‘Not from the sergeant, pappa, the sergeant is our friend.” 

Craddock said, ‘“‘Here, take a packet and be quiet.” To the boy 
he said, ‘‘Whar is your dog’s name, Aldo?” 

“Vittorio.” 

“He’s a fine dog. Bring him here.” He patted the dog, and drew 
Aldo down to sit on his knee. ‘‘Do you like to listen to the radio? 
You can come into our billet and listen to the radio if you want. 
Bring Vittorio. The soldiers will like him. They will give him | 
plenty to eat. I think he needs plenty, eh?” 

“You have a radio?” asked the woman behind Graziella. 
“What is the news?” 

“The fighting on this island will soon be over. The Germans are 
going back to Messina. You see our bombers going over all day, 
hundreds of them, all the time. Noise, brrr, brrr, all the time, eh? 
They go to bomb the German evacuation beaches.” 

“Good,” said Rosario, “magnificent. The Allied aviation is mag- 
nificent. It is enormous. Tt is incredible. Your soldiers are all 
heroes. They have liberated our Sicily. Tell me, sergeant, what 
then?” 

“Then, Italy.” 

“Ah, magnificent. What courage! You will follow the Germans 
to Italy? You will fight them from one end of Italy to the other? 
Your OT will fall on every metre of Italy to defeat 
the Germans, yes‘ You will destroy them and every house that 
shelters them, even if they shelter in every house in Italy, yes?” 

“Yes.” 

Graziella whispered, “Ah, poor Italy!” 

Craddock said stolidly, “‘Already the Germans are coming into 
Italy. Many new troops, from France, from Austria. You do not 
want that.” 

Rosario cried, ‘* No, no! What could be worse? We want to be 
liberated. And already your airmen are starting to liberate us. The 
last three nights they have bombed the Germans in Northern Italy. 
I, too, listen to the radio. In Milan they have destroyed the Brera 
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Art Gallery, the Fata Bene Fratelli Hospital, the Sforza Castle, the 
Natural Science Museum, the Church of Santa Croce, and they have 
damaged the Scala. In Turin are destroyed the Carignano Palace, 
many churches, the Balo Theutre, the City Library and many 
dwellings in the workers’ quarters. In Genoa are destroyed the 
Palazzo della Rinascente, the Church of San Stefano and the Palazzo 
Rosso. Everywhere in Italy they are bombarding the Germans. 
It is magnificent!” | 

“It is war. In nineteen-forty the finest cities in England were 
bombed. In one week all the workers’ quarters around the docks in 
London. In one night all the ancient churches in London. In one 
niglit a whole town, Coventry. Italian airmen came, too.” ` 

“For the love of God!” Graziella cried. “I am frightened by yoù ` 
men. There is war even in your voices!” 

“But what have I said?” Rosario protested. “I am a friend of the 
English. I am full of admiration. I am admiring them now. I am 
the friend of the sergeant. You have all seen me walking in the 
strect with him. | am going to work for the English. The sergeant 
has promised me. Is it not true, sergeant? Are we not friends?” 

“Sure,” said Sergeant Craddock. 


CHAPTER SIX 


PALOMA” is a word that comes across the water from Spain. It 
means “‘dove”. It was a nickname. She had been christened 
Teresa; and the newcomer to tlie street who protested that the 
nickname seemed as demure—and .ueretore as inappropriate—as her 
baptismal name would be referred, in reply, not only to her dove- 
like sleekness and to the shape of the bosom which strained at her 
black dress, but to the throaty cooing with which she was in the 
habit of announcing her amorous triumphs. 

Most of the housewives of the Via dei Martiri were sternly vir- 
tuous; at least, each strove to maintain in public the appearance of 
virtue; and Paloina’s exuberances were loudly condemned. How- 
ever, she lived on excellent terms with her neighbours. She was a 
popular guest in every house. Her descriptions minutely detailed, 
of her adventures were eagerly sought after, and if the other women 
often abused her to her face, she recognized the vein of good nature 
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in their invective and accepted it with genial indifference. She knew 
that most of them envied her, not for her way of living but for her 
independence. 

Tt was exactly a week since the soldiers had come to the street. It 
‘was just past midday and the billet was quiet; the soldiers, after their 
Innch, were resting in their rooms, sheltering from the sun’s white 
radiance. Craddock could hear the cackle of women from the street 
and, from the window, he saw Paloma standing outside her house, 
her back arched against the wall arid her face turried blissfully up to 
the sun, while her neighbours clustered about her. Her eyes were 
half-closcd, but she was evidently talking to them, for they screamed 
ribaldriés and encouragement, and she would raise her voice from 
time tö time to reply with vigour. Perhaps she was telling them 
about her latest lover; or perhaps—since she had already, with some 
justification, acquired reputation as an authority on the doings of 
the military—she was answering their questions on the past, 
present and future of the battalion and of the British Army in 
general. 

Carporal Honeycombe, stooping in front of a frayment of mir- 
ror, finished brushing his smooth fair hair. “Pm going out,” he 
announced, “‘I feel like a bit of hunting. Thar one down there” — 
he indicated Paloma—‘‘Jooks a bit of all right.” 

The sergeant grinned. The ideo of anyone “hunting” Paloma 
appealed to him, but he kept his thoughts to himself. 

“Well!” Honeycombe smote his hands together. “Just sit by 
the window and have a dekko, Joe, if you want to see how it's 
done.” 

“I wouldn’t miss it for a pension.” 

Honeycombe went downstairs. He was a little taller than the 
sergeant, and more finely built. The sergeant followed him, and 
stopped in the shade of the porch to watch from a convenient 
distance. 

Honeycombe walked across the street, with a slight roll to his 
gait. The women looked at him appreciatively, and at Paloma ex- 
pectantly. Their conversation became subdued. He sauntered past 
them and stopped close to Paloma. “Buon giorno, girls.” 

There was a chorus of buon giornos, a pause, and an explosive 
‘giggle from Nella. 

“Hot today, a'm it?” He spoke in English. The initial greeting 
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had exhausted his Italian, and besides, as he often pointed out in the 
billet, a bloke could get on with dames in any language. 

There was an interrogative twitter from among the women. 

He leaned agoinst the wall with one hand, at arm’s length, and 
looked down at Paloma: the masterful pose. At length he said, 
“Hallo, ducks.” A simple opening, but one which as a ladies’ man 
he could certify to be effective. It had worked on a hundred street 
corners in Blighty. 

Paloma raised herself from the wall on one elbow and looked him 
up and down. She took her time. She said to the women, “What 
do ynu think of this one?” 

The women clamoured adfice like a farmyard let loose. “Pe 
ben’,” sail Paloma, “we shall play.” 

Heniyconibe was not deterred. He knew all about the coy ones, 
who liked a tussle, and the sly ones, who made it a battle of wits. 

“What are you doing this aftërnoon, honey?” To underline his 
meaning, he gave a doggish twitth of his eyebrows towards the deor 
of the house. She answered in a man’s strong voice—he could not 
understand what she was saying}-and with a man’s hearty chuckle. 
He seemed to be making progréi¢ He asked, “‘Aren’t you going to 
ask me in, sweetheart?’ ” The y k thing was to get away from this 
crowd of sniggering, cackling $¥Omen. Paloma’s only response was 
to feel his biceps and to prod éxperimentaily about his body. Her 
lips were compressed and she was frowning studiously. She began 
to speak, over her shoulder, to the other women, in the tone of a 
pathologist reporting on a post-mortem. The women were clap- 
ping their hands, screaming w*' mirth, pushing each other 
ecstatically in the ribs and uttering shrill comments. 

For once, Honeycombe began to feel uneasy in the presence of a 
woman. This was no giggling little imitatior. hlm star who would 
listen admiringly to his blandisliments, hang confidingly on his arm 
and afterwards write him adoring letters. What was the use, when 
she could not understand him, of uttering those time-proven and 
magical incantations, “Where have you been all my life?” or “I 
could go for you in a big way, kid,” or “‘Don’t tell me, 1 bet your 
name’s Gloria”; or of those accustomed references to beautiful, big, 
brown eyes, and going places and doing things: This woman was 
looking him over and poking at him as if he were a good meal on 
a plate. 
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The grin on his face became frozen and ghastly. He sweated, and 
was dizzy in the sunlight. He would have sweated more if he had 
understood what was being said about him. 

Craddock, coming closer, heard Paloma say, throatily, “Well 
armed, this soldier!” 

There was more shrieking from the women, more spluttering 
laughter. Lucrezia Chillemi wiped her streaming eyes and pointed 
at Honeycombe, who had backed up against the wall looking non- 
plussed and defensive. She howied, ‘“‘How fierce he is! How bold! 
How ardent! How aggressive!” 

“A devil!” gasped Nella, choking and thumping her chest. 

“An impetuous one!” screeched Tina di Spirito. 

Paloma clasped her hands to her bosom and muttered humbly, 
“And he loves me!” She looked up at Honeycombe in a transport 
of ardour and humility. ‘‘Ah, my love, my pigeon, my dear one!” 
She stroked his arm and caressed him; she pouted her rich lips at 
him; she overwhelmed him, amid shrieks of appreciative laughter, 
with such outrageous endearments that his nerve suddenly broke 
and he tried to sidle away, mumbling excuses in English and keeping 
his crimson face averted from Sergeant Craddock’s interested gaze. 

But Paloma flung her arms about his neck, sank upon his breast 
and bore him back to the wall, moaning, “No, no, do not desert me, 
my darling, my hero!” Her audience was growing. Windows and 
doorways were crowded all along the street. Soldiers were swarm- 
ing out of the billet. Paloma released her victim for a moment 
and drew back, admiringly. “‘See!” she cried. “‘Sce how impatient 
is my lover!’’-—as he tried to bolt and she clasped him again. 

She pushed her street door open with her right foot and, with a 
sudden violent thrust, sent Honeycombe reeling into the house. “‘I 
cannot keep him waiting,” she explained, as she blocked the door- 
way with her strapping body just in time to prevent his escape. She 
held out her hands towards the women. “‘See,” she said modestly. 
“See how I am trembling, like a bride!” 

Honeycombe’s terrified face appeared behind her shoulder. 

“Don’t break the bed,” shrieked Lucrezia Chillemi, who was 
doubled up with her hands clasped across her waist. 

“We shall tell the soldiers,” called Fat Lina, “to wait here with a 
stretcher!” 

Paloma favoured her audience with a conspiratorial wink. 
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“Kurro, kurrof” she cooed wickedly, and slammed the door in 
their faces. 


It was evening, and Nella was playing with her two boy friends, 
Ciccio, aged thirteen, and Tiger, aged nineteen. Craddock, watch- 
ing them, felt that it had been a brilliant idea on his part to introduce 
the young soldier to the other two. ‘Tiger, who had received his 
nickname because he was puny and pale, was one of a bunch of 
young conscripts who had joined the battalion in the spring. 
When the time had come to embark, all those who were less 
than nincteen-and-a-half years old had been left behind; a few, 
including Tiger, who were a few weeks over the required age, had 
come abroad. Tiger was the only one of these who had survived 
and the sergeant felt a special responsibility for him. Here, with 
Nella, he would be kept out of the way of bad women, while Nella 
would be safe in his company, for he had promised the sergeant— 
whom he worshipped —not to interfere with her. ` 

When the three voungsters had first come together, yesterdav, it 
had seemed as if ihe experiment might fai. They had looked ut 
eich other with reserve and suspicion. Soon they had lost thei 
sclf-consciousness; the boy soldier had shed his assumed swagger, 
Ciccio his assumed cynicism, Nella her assumed solemnity, and they 
had played together like children, shouting, shrieking and wrest- 
ling, unaware of anything but their sport. 

Their play, however, was always on a fine edge. Once, yester- 
day evening, Craddock had caught Neila squirming on top of Tiger 
on the pavement by the air-raid ` ‘Iter. He pulled her away and 
said to Tiger, ““Time you come up for air, son.” Tiger, wiping his 
face, gasped, “Lucky I promised, sergeant.” Now, in play, she had 
scratched Tiger's face deeply. Tiger stood ~ ‘lenly in front of the 
sergcant, dabbiny at his face with his handkerchief. Nella was un- 
abashed, and lurked behind him, squealing with wicked laughites. 
Ciccio had fled. 

“You go to the medical roon and get thit dressed,” the sergeant 
said. In this climate, any break in the skin might turn to a purulent 
heat sore. ‘Tiger obeyed. 

To calm Nella, who was stil] flushed and ex. ~. it, Craddock took 
an English newspaper from his pocket and showed her a picture of 
A.T.S. girls on paride. 
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She asked, ““They are women of the army?” 

“Yes?” 

“They are for the soldiers?” 

(3 ‘NO. 

“For the officers?” 

“No.” 

“What then?” 

*‘Thev are soldiers, rea! soldiers, like the men?” 

She paused, then clasped her hands. ‘Oh, beautiful, beautiful.” 
She studied the picture. “How nice they look, in their uniforms. 
And those caps!” She asked, “‘Is it true that women in England can 
work, like the men?” : 

“Yes.” 

“They keep the money?” 

Yes,” 

“They spend it as they wish?” 

“As they wish.” 

“They walk ia the streets, alone, and go where they like?” 

“Of course.” 

“Even when they are married?” 

“Yes.” 

“Even dancing?” 

“Yes.” 

“I would like to go to England. Can I go to England?” 

Graziclla said, roughly, “Take the baby inside, little tool, and 
put him to bed.” 

Nella hoisted the child against her shoulder and took him 
into the house. She was a capuble little housewife, who loved 
minding the baby and who scrubbed and ironed as if it were a 
game. When Nella was gone, Graziella asked, “Was that the 
truth?” 


“What?” 
“Are women in England truly free, like men?” 
“Yes >”? 


She sighed. “Here it is different. It is very different.” She sat 
and dreamed, far, far away from him. 

Nella went home, and Craddock and Graziella were alone. 
Craddock brouded, empty of words. Graziella tapped at the pave- 
ment with her feet, looking down at her shoes. What pettinesses 
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were there left so talk about? The prospect of more futile con- 
versation awoke an anger in Craddock. 

He leaned forward and rested his hand lightly on her arm. The 
legs of her chair scraped on the pavement as she squirmed quickly 
back out of reach and hissed, “No!” 

He knew from the urgency of the movement and of her voice that 
she was near to breaking. The trust that she had placed in him 
stood between them. He rose to his feet, feeling cheated and infuri- 
ated. He said curtly, ““Good night.” 

He turned to leave, bur she seized his wrist, and drew him into 
the house. 


CHAPTER SEVEN 


Rosario presented himself at the guardroom at eight o’clock gn 
Saturday morning, as he had been told to do, and asked the sentry 
for “Z! sergente C’rah-dock.” The sentry answered, “Aspetr’” 
and called anuther man who went off, unhurriedly, in search of the 
sergeant. 

The cast side of the inner courtyard was still shady, the rest 
flooded with sunlight. Strong voices drifted down frum the win- 
dows, snatches of song, and the clatter of buckets. A party of men 
were swilling water across the pavement and sweeping it to the 
drain with biz brooms. Others were scrubbing the stone staircase. 
Some, stripped to the waist, were washing themselves at the ablu- 
tion benches, their wet bodies gleaming in the sunlight. Fatigue 
men were sitting outside the cookhouse scouring pans. They were 
mad for cleanliness, these English. This sunl spotlessness, these 
floods of water smelling faintly of dust and disinfectant, made the 
whole place more like a hospital than a house where men dwelt. 
Clearly there was no comfort here. 

On the shady side of the yard rhe big captuin—U Rosso, the Red 
One—was inspecting a squad of soldiers. They were diawn up in 
three perfect ranks, dressed in shorts and tunics that were newly 
washed and pressed, and wearing webbing equipment pipe-clayed 
to a dazzling whireness. They were strange men, these English. 
Rosario could not see on their faces the doglike sullenness that 
Italian conscripts would have felt under inspection. They faced 
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their officer with alertness; they were almost vibrant as they waited 
for the next word of command. A sergeant spoke sharply and their 
boots crashed on the pavement as they came tu attention and the 
front and rear ranks, cach like a single unit, moved out into open 
order. There was another command, all the rifles came up together, 
in a single movement, and each man smacked his left foot forward, 
at the same time swinging the barrel of his rifle forward so that the 
muzzle was presented, at eye level, for the officer’s scrutiny. The 
officer moved down the ranks, inspecting the rifles. 

There were two aspects to these men, Rosario thought. In the 
street he had seen them lounging about, or sitting humbly in the 
houses of their civilian friends, and he had said, ‘‘These men are 
without force. Look at them! The victors! They do not eyen 
know how to behave!” Now he said to himself—for he ha 
child’s capacity for levelling inconsistent accusations against people 
and then hating them doubly—‘‘These are conqucrors. They are 
men of war. What chance had we Italian soldiers, men of peace, 
against them? They deride us as cowards. What right have they tg 
deride us as cowards when we had no chance against them? Why 
do they swagger among us, and oppress us, these men of 
war?” 

He drew back as they marched past him, and watched them 
swinging away down the street. They looked straight to their 
front, without a glance or a shout for their civilian friends. Hypo- 
crites! Conquerors! 

Sergeant Craddock came across the courtyard, smiling a greeting. 
Rosario smiled expansively back, and his heart swelled with pride. 
The mood of a moment before was forgotten. He was their friend, 
the friend of the victors. All the people had seen him walk into 
their billets as if he belonged there. He would be an important man 
in the street, a source of information, an intermediary even, 
through whom others—if they were wise enough to please him— 
might apply for favours. He would be working for the English, for 
the victors; a public functionary under the new regime. A thought 
pierced him: perhaps she, perhaps even she might think again. His 
legs trembled. 

Sergeant Craddock said, “Hallo!” 

Rosario seized Craddock’s hand in a two-handed clasp and shook 
it vigorously. “Buon giorno, signor sergente,” he cried joyfully, and 
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~ loudly enough for the people in the street to hear him, “you see I 
have come to help you, as I promised.” 

“Good. Come and see the captain.” 

They approached the officer. Rosario said “‘Buon giorno, signor 
capitano,” with even more emphasis than before, and assumed his 
most ingratiating smile. The captain did not look at him, and began 
to talk with the sergeant. Rosario could not follow the conversa- 
tion, but once he caught an English word that sounded like the 
Italian disertore, and he guessed what it was. He saw, too, the brief 
glance of disgust that the captain turned on him, and he was pos- 
sessed by a great hatred of the man. What a brute this was, what a 
picture of haughty insolence! They thought themselves above all 
oger these enormous men with their pink, smooth skins, full of 

od and good food. No wonder they won the bartles, with their 
strength and their food and their equipment. They had everything. 
“They behaved as if everything was for them. Ifa man like this were 
to cast his eye on her...! 

. The captain left them, and the sergeant said, “He says you can 
work for us. A pound a week. Four hundred lire in your money.” 

“Magnificent. My heart is full. I thank you, sergeant.” He 
touched the sergeant’s sleeve. “I shall not forget you, sergeant. 
Every week I shall repay you, for your goodness, out of my 
wages.” 

The sergeant looked puzzled for a moment; then he made an 
angry remark in English. 

“What is that, signor sergente?” s 

“The next time you say a thing like that—-out! Finished!” 

It was Rosario’s turn to look puzzled. He began to gabble 
apologies. The sergeant cut him short. ‘‘Core and have a cup of 
teal Then I will show you your work.” 

Rosario took the big mug which the sergeant offered him and 
sipped at the thick, sweet beverage. It was not unpleasant, but its 
strength furred the mouth and its sweetness cloyed. It was a drink 
to rob a man of his appetite and his thirst. He longed for a glass of 
rough, dry wine with whicl: to cleanse his mouth. He still felt hurt. 
He said, “And now, signor sergente, where is the work?” 

“Every morning at eight o’clock you will come here and take the 
latrine buckets in a cart, and empty them into the sea. You will 
wash them, bring them back and scrub the seats. At seven o’clock 

' Gt 


in the evening you will come again, this time to empty the rubbish 
from the cookhouse. Then you will scrub the cookhouse floot. 
That is all.” 

Rosario was silent. They must have plotted, these Englishmen, 
they must have planned among themselves to find the best way to 
humiliate a man! They had thought of this, and they had laughed. 
He saw them laughing. They had said, this was a good way to 
humiliate a man before the women. They would sit and laugh with 
the women while he went past with the cart.and the filth. This 
sergeant, he sat every day with Graziella. He had planned it, for her. 
Perhaps she knew! Perhaps she had already laughed! 

“It is only two hours’ work a day,” said the sergeant. 

Rosario looked at the shelves of the cookhouse, stacked high 
with tins of food, and the stores, full of crates and bundles. These 
people had everything. It had not been a fair fight against them. ` 
Through the office door he could see the captain, perched on the 
edge of a table, laughing and joking with a clerk. Look at him, a 
man without dignity !—Rosario had already forgotten his own con- 
trary reaction of a few moments before-—without pride! He had 
never seen an Italian officer demeaning himself like this! 

“And each time you come,” said the sergeant, “‘you can eat at the 
cookhouse.” 

“But my mother,” said Rosario, “my mother is poor, and old, 
and sick, How can I ear, here, when my mother is at home, 
hungry?” 

“All right, the cooks will give you food for your mother, 100.” 

“Ah!” Rosario clasped the sergeant’s hand again, “You are a 
noble man. I am fortunate to have such a good friend. My mother 
will pray for you.” He was filled with goodwill, and with the desire 
to show his worth. “Where is the cart, signor sergente? 1 shall start 
at once. Without losing a second 1 shall start.” 


Graziella was ironing a shirt of Craddock’s when he appeared in 
the doorway of her house that afternoon. She paused, brushed the 
hair back from her eyes and said, “Come in. It will soon be ready.” 

Craddock walked round the table towards her, expecting a kiss, 
but she was intent on her ironing again. He sat down, and leaned 
on the table with folded arms. He asked, “‘Are you glad to see me?” 

She looked up at him, and a smile flickered in the depths of her 
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eyes; then the expression returned which he had seen in her eyes 
last night when he had left her, an expression which might have been 
hostility. She set a tumbler on the table before him, filled it with 
wine and said, “Drink.” 

“Not you?” 

She shook hér head. She folded his shirt with quick, skilled 
movements, set it aside and sat down, well back from the table, with 
her hands in her lap. 

Craddock emptiéd the glass. “This is good wine.” 

“St is the wine of Etna. In my village they make it. You want 
more?” 

“No.” Even when they had been together last night she had been 
as remote as this, and their conversation as insignificant. Her 
agonies and her satisfaction had been entirely private. 

“I have some pusta cooked, and cheese. You want to eat?” 

“No. We have eaten in the barracks.” 

She smiled, and pointed to the cot. ‘‘Fifo sleeps. He sleeps much 
now, and he hardly weeps. Itis the miik.” 

“And the chocolate, eh? His face is covered with chocolate. You 
should wash hitn.” 

She laughed. “Why? It tastes nice when I kiss him.” 

“You must put chocolate on your face.” 

She uttered a scornful noise, but she smiled at him with more 
warmth. “You must change your clothes again, before vou go. I 
will wash them.” 

“After only one day?” 

She pushed back the dark mass of hair that fell across her eyes 
each time she moved her head. “You have two sets. Each day |] 
shall wash one of them. Each day you shall wear a clean one. You 
will look good, and you will feel zood. And 1 shull be proud of 
you.” 

He leaned back in his chair and said, ‘“Come here, Graziella.” 

Sue did not move. She brooded for a moment, and said, “TI have 
thought much. I do not know what to do. One sins once, one sins 
twice, one sins always. But perhaps it is too late to think.” 

“You do not want.” 

She laughed, and made a little movement of her head. She came 
to him, and sank on to her heels at his feet. “Your boots are heavy. 
Let me unlace them. You will feel cook r.” 
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Her cheek was against his knee, and he touched her hair with his 
fingers. She asked, “‘Does your wife do this?” 

“No. But in the morning she brings me a cup of tea in bed.” 

“Do you think often of your wife?” 

He shrugged his shoulders. “You are not afraid any more of 
what people will say. If someone comes now and sées us?” 

She went to the door, shut it and bolted it. “Now no one will 
come.” 

The room was in shadow. The barred and grimy window was in 
a recess containing a charcoal stove and a lava sink, and what little 
light came in was lost among the dishrags that hung above the sink. 
The white-washed walls, bare except for some shelves on the win- 
dow side, some garish holy pictures and a porcelain Madonna on a 
bracket, glimmered palely. The only furniture consisted of the huge 
marriage bed, the small table, four plain chairs, the baby’s cot, a wall 
cupboard for clothes and a two-tiered corner stand bearing an 
accumulation of ornaments and family photographs. Graziella sat 
on the bed, and her wooden-soled sandals fell with a clatter on the 
tiled floor. She pulled off her shabby dress, and said ‘‘Zcco/”’ She 
looked at him through her hair. In her dress she looked slender, 
but now the soft amplitude of her bosom was revealed, her broad 
hips and her strong, thick calves. Her dark, broad cheeks fell away 
to a pointed chin that, with the gleam in her dark eyes, gave a hint 
of mockery to her face even in the tendcrest moments. 

Lying with his arm about her shoulders, Craddock said, “Speak 
the truth. You are glad to be with a man again.” 

She pouted. “Half and half. Without a man it is bad sometimes... 
But it is peaceful. A woman can be content thus, having lived only 
to serve a man for years.” 

‘You never thought of other men? You never wanted?” 

“Never. There was one man who wanted me. He did nothing. 
He only looked at me. Sometimes he touched me, or said a few 
words, but no more. But he made me feel hunted, like a beast 
desired by a beast. If he made me feel like a woman, it was only the 
more for my husband. For this one I felt only disgust.” 

“And for me, what do you feel?” 

“I do not know. What do you want me to feel?” 

“Love?” 

“Love? That is a word for girls, not for people like us. Perhaps 
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a friendship, a friendship of the body.” She squeezed his hand. 
“But this is not the time to talk.” 

“It is the best time to talk.” He stared in a long silence at the fly- 
specked ceiling. ‘You know about the Simeto? There were dead in 
the river, and dead in the fields, everywhere. We could not move, 
in the daytime, to bury them, because of the enemy guns above in 
the hills. They rotted. It was very hot.” 

She held his hand and let him talk. 

After a while she said, “I will bring you more wine.” 

“No. Stay still.” 

“No, wine is good now. Then you can close your eyes, and 
sleep.” 

He raised his head to watch her padding about the room. The 
sight of her, clumsy-haunclied but graceful, gave him a sense of 
comfort, of belonging. 

There were footsteps in the street. Other footsteps had gone by 
occasionally, sounding, as if they were in another world, but this 
time she looked up in alarm and said, “‘Silence!” 

‘There was a rattling at the door and Nella’s voice, “‘Graziella! 
Graziella!” 

Graziella signed to him to remain still. 

“Graziella!” Nella tugged and thumped at the door. The baby 
stirred at the noise, and moaned. Graziella hurried to the cot and 
soothed the child. Nella must have heard its whimpering. She 
cried, “Graziclla! What is tlic matter? I can hear yuu.” ‘ 

Graziella shouted, frantically, ‘“Be quiet, fool, you will wake the 
baby. I am washing. I ain all wet. 4 cannot open the door. Come 
back later.” 

“You can open the door,” Nella shrilled. ‘I will come in and 
shut it quickly.” 

“I tell you 1 cannot come!” 

“I shall wait. Do not be long.” 

Graziella looked about her, distracted. She fumbled at her purse, 
took out some paper money and pushed it under the doer. “There! 
While you are waiting, run and get me some fisli, some sardines to 
fry.” 

“You did not buy this morning?” There was a quaver of sus- 
picion in Nella’s voice. 

“No. Go now, quickly.” 
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They heard Nella scampering away. Graziella sighed, and began 
to dress. “It was ugly, non 2 vero?” she said. 

Craddock nodded. He, too, felt depressed. ““This will happen 
a eee 
“Yes, it will be difficult. Perhaps I shall tell her. I do not know 
yet. Now you must go.” 

He was already buttoning his bush, shirt. ‘‘Listen, Graziella,” he 
said; “it cannot be like this every time. I will not hide in the dark 
with you every time. I would like to walk with you, in the street. 
They are opening cinemas. I want to take you. I want to go to the 
shops with you. That is friendship, too. This was good, but that is 
good, tov, outside in the sunshine.” 

“Ba?” She was incredulous. ‘You do not understand our life 
here! I must live here when you are gone. I cannot walk in the 
street with you.” 

“All right, not in this street, but we can meet somewhere.” 

“Non si fa cosl. This is not a big town. Listen, tomorrow morn- 
ing I shall go to Mass. You want to come?” 

“Where?” 

“The cathedral. You know the cathedral? The people of this 
street do not go there. We go to a little church, near here. But 
tomorrow I shall go to the cathedral, at ten o’clock. You will be 
there?” 

“Yes,” 

“Good. Now go.” 

He was blinded for a moment by the sunlight as he stepped out 
into the street. He raised his head to face the light, and saw Rosario 
standing in the entrance of the shop next door. Rosario’s deep-set 
eyes gleamed. A smile distorted his face; he inclined his head in a 
movement so exaggerated that it was almost a bow, and said with 
great courtesy, “‘Buon giorno, signor sergente, buon giorno.” 


The evening was cool and sweet. Nella, hot and flashed with 
running, paused and rested against the low sea wall. She was tired, 
not only by her exertions but by the waning of the hysteria that had 
possessed her. It was two hours since Graziella had driven her away 
from the door. She had lurked, trembling and suspicious, at the 
street corner to see what would happen next—-had Graziella 
thought she was a fool, not to suspect? —and she had seen the 
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Englishman coming ont. She had wandered off in a daze, hardly 
knowing what she was doing as she went to the market, bought the 
fish and took it back to Graziella. Graziella had looked at her, and 
she had looked sulleniy at Graziella; and she had burst into tears. 
There had been a little spell of comtort while Graziella held her, and 
. stroked her hair, and murmured to her. ‘We are women,” Graziella 
had whispered, ‘“we are sinners, we ate weak,” and, crying a little 
herself, “what else have we?” 

“You will say nothing?” Graziella had asked, embracing her as 
she left; and Nella, feeling suddenly flattered at being the possessor 
of a secret, at being treated as an older woman, had kissed Graziella 
and consoled her, and had promised. 

Afterwards, when she was alone on the waterfront, and the warm ` 
comfort of the shared sorrows had worn off, she felt tricked and dis- 
illusioned. If she had been capable of calm thought she would not 
have blamed Graziella. Her life in these swarming streets, as wël as 
the impatience of her own young body, had taught her all about the 
needs and impulses of the flesh. But jealousy took possession of her; 
jealousy of the man who had come between her and her beloved 
Graziella. 

It had been wonderful with Graziella; helping her to keep house, 
and being trusted by her as an equal, as a fellow-housewife; sharing 
secrets and confidences and whispered, ribald jokes with her. At 
home with mamma life was always uneasy and strained. Mamma 
was silent, or querulous, or mumbling, but never of her own world, 
an old woman, shrivelled like a vead fruit; Graziella was young, 
with blood that ran like her own, thoughts and curiosities that, 
surged like her own. Together in that manless house they had 
embraced cach otber, mingled tears, knownand consoled each other’s 
hunger. Oh, the beauty of being women together! 

The jealousy, working in her immature and tormented mind, 
bred new resentments. To think that Graziella was the woman who 
had lectured her, who had protected her, who had implored her to 
be good! Good! Only children were good. Women said these 
things, but they went their own way. Her feverish imagination 
dwelt on what must have been happening beliind that bolted door. 
She felt hot and weak at the thought of the forbidden pleasures. 

She believed herself spurned now, shut out by Graziella, rhe 
strange and secret intimacy for ever lost. Heartbroken, she had 
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wandered away along the waterfront, in flight.from this new and 
terrible loneliness and from the incomprehensible longings of her 
body. 

She had come a long way, past the railway station, through the 
tangle of streets beyond, out into the northern suburbs of the town. 
She had not known where she was going, and for a second she was 
frightened. Graziella had never permitted her to go so far on herown 
—-scorn and anger returncd—a fine one Graziclla was to protect her! 

It was pleasant here, on the dusty, white road through Ognina. 
On her left, with the foothills rising in terraces beyond, were villas 
and peasant cottages, white walls and dark walls of heaped lava, 
groves of orange trees and almonds, infusing the evening breeze 
with their scent; on her right, the bay, with the tranquil sea 
shaded from cobalt to purple, gaily coloured fishing-boats drawn 
up on the beach and the Rocks of the Cyclops rearing in the dis- 
tance. The far-off rumble of artillery and the mutter of aircraft 
overhead did not disturb. British Army cars swished quictly along 
the road. A car crawled past—a tiny, square-bodied truck with a 
canvas hood; she looked idly, felt an impulse of recognition and 
looked again. She knew the driver, the fine, big man with the bold 
face and the red-gold hair. It was Il Rosso, the English captain 
about whom all the women whispered. 

A peremptory whistle roused her from her thoughts. The car 
had stopped on the other side of the road. The captain looked out 
through the open window and beckoned. Nella left the wall and 
took a few paces towards the car. She stopped; the first quiver of 
curiosity was gone, and her instincts took hold of her, conflicting 
instincts of fear and desire. The captain gestured again; his face was 
unsmiling. Still Nella hesitated. She was in a panic. Thought was 
impossible, and the violent thumping of her heart made her feel 
sick. The captain turned away from the window and she heard the 
engine of the car snarl again. Nella cried, “Wait!” as the vehicle 
trembled on the verge of movement. She was confused with de- 
fiance, despair, passion, tears. The captain called out to her in an 
impatient voice, and she scurried across to the car. “Just think,” 
she told herself ecstatically, as she seated herself in the warmth of 
the cab, trying to ignore the bearing of her heart, with the man.at 
her side apparently quite indifferent to her presence as he looked 
out over the bonnet, “just think, I am going for a ride in a car!” 


CHAPTER EIGHT 


THE piazza in front of the cathedral was gay in the sunshine, its 
pavements crowded with Sunday morning strollers whose summer 
suits and white dresses enhanced the brilliance of the light. The air 
itself seemed to be astir with a million flashing fragments of noise 
and light and colour. Watching the scene from the cathedral steps, 
Craddock experienced the same sensations of elation and gaiety, 
of sharing in a universal lightheartedness, that in another existence 
he had known on bright summer days at the seaside or on the tow- 
path at Richmond. 

The building, from the outside, was less attractive,its ornate front 
dirty and decaying, its left wall disfigured by bomb damage. 
Entering, however, he was immediately subdued by the contained 
vastness of the interior, the hushed gloom of the nave and the white 
dazzle within the roof where all the furtive noises of the congrega- 
tion secmed to gather. 

People moved like shadows among the great piers and the gilt 
and marble tombs, some tiptoeing to a side chapel where a priest 
was preparing for the next Mass, some making their way towards 
the High Altar, others going down the aisle towards a chapel 
where tall candles glimmered in front of a draped image of the Vir- 
gin; today was a Catholic feast and many had come to make their 
devotions to the Madonna. 

He could not sce Graziclla anwwhere. He walked round the 
fringes of the group of people who were assembling for the Mass, 
fecling self-conscious as his footsteps provoked an occasional glance 
of annoyance. She was not there. He stood behind the congre- 
gation, leaning on a pillar, and watched the Mass. Within the vast, 
whispering quictness the chanting of the choir at the High Altar 
mingled with the beehive mumble of the Mass. The ceaseless, un- 
articulated drone and the quivering purity of the candle-flames be- 
fore his eyes were hypnotic. Scepticism was dulled and he sub- 
mitted to his surroundings, enjoying the contrasts of dimness and 
white light and the sad, sensuous sounds of worship. 

Graziella came hurrying past from somewhere within the 
building. There was scarcely any recognition in her glance as she 
saw him, before she joined in the Mass. 
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The congregation dispersed and he lost sight of her among the 
swirl of people. He followed—some instinct seemed to enable him 
to distinguish the tapping of her sandals on the mosaic floor among, 
all the slap and shuffle of shoes—and caughr sight of her again. 
(She was waiting for him on the steps as he emerged into the 
sunlight. . 

She smiled faintly, and kept a little apart from him. People were 
clattering past them into the street: On the pavement below two 
nuns were marshalling a cluster of tiny, black-frocked orphans into 
a procession. 

“I did not see you come in,” Craddock said. “Where were you 
before the Mass?” 

She was looking down on the children and the passing crowds, 
her lips slightly parted as if she were enjoying an unaccustomed 
pleasure. She did not turn her head towards him as she answered, 
“At confession.” 

“You confessed?” 

Yes,” 

“About us?” 

She nodded, and he laughed brutally. 

She turned to him angrily, “You have no right to laugh. I have 
told you, you do not know our life. A woman is shut up in rlark- 
ness all her life. All her sins, all her sorrows, all her suffering, gather 
within her own soul. It ts good to confess, to confess everything, 
not only the truth, but everything. It unburdens the heart. One 
can breathe again for a little while.” She smiled at him, sadly but 
with more tolerance. “There are even some women who find cem- 
fort because only here may they talk to another man beside their’ 
husbands. Their lives are lonely and dark, and here they sit, with 
no one to see their faces, and they can talk, and talk, and empty 
their hearts, and know that behind the sctecn a man is listening. 
You smile? You think that it is foolish? But I cannot believe it is 
evil, even when the priest is weak and he holds their hands.” 

“Does he?” 
© “Not here. Itis not a thing that a priest should do. But in our 
church, ours doesit, 1 think he likes a pretty girl. Well,” she said, 
angry again as she saw him grin, “why not? When I was a young 
girl, in our village, I was very shocked because the priest used to 
push a pram about in the street with his two children. They were 
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twins, and we all knew the mother. She was not a bad woman. 
Everybody used to stop and talk to him, and tell him how beautiful 
the twins were, and he was proud. I cried to my mother, ‘How 
can you go to a priest who has bastards? My mother looked 
puzzlcd, and she said, ‘But if the pricst may not marry, he must have 
bastards.’ I was very young, and my blood was not yet hot, and so 
I said again, ‘But it is bad, bad!’ And my mother laid her hand on 
mine, and she said, ‘He is good to us. Why should not a woman a 
good to him?’ ” 

Craddock said, ‘I think you do not really believe in God, You 
women choose to deceive yourselves. It is foolish. There is no 
need. There is a better way.” 

“Whether J am foolish or not 1 do not know,” Graziclla cried. **I 
am only a poor woman. But I need God, and I will not give 
Him up. It is all mystery for us, all sin, all suffering, all misery. Si 
sbaglia sempre nella vita. What is our life but one blunder after 
another? What do we know? Where can we go? Who will guide 
us? What else is there?” 

He did not answer, and she repeated, *‘What else is there?” 

He made a furtive gesture towards the procession of children that 
was bobbing across the street, and looked away, as if ashamed to 
have betrayed himself. Graziella was silent, then- she smiled and 
touched his arm. ‘You see, you, too, need a dream. Let us 

oO.” 

He followed her down the steps, keeping at a little distance, He 
said, ‘‘Let us not go straight back. Let us walk for a while. The sun 
is good.” 

She smiled at him over her shoulder. It was the first time he had 
seen her look so youthful and coquettish. She smiled with her lips 
parted wide, and there was no care in her face. They walked to the 
left, through an arch into a park. The trees were tired and their 
leaves dusty, but their shadows dappled the golden pathway with 
changing patterns that shifted and trembled like the surface of 
water. Here there was sunlight, and coolness, too, Children 
squealed and chattered. It was peace. Craddock and Graziella 
strolled, still apart, not speaking, but both utterly happy and utterly 
absorbed in each other. They came out into a'street behind the dock 
gates and turned homewards. 

A convoy of ambulances was drawn up in the kerb, and wounded ` 
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were being taken through the dock gates to a hospital ship. Crad-" 
dock paid no attention; he was habituated to not noticing such 

sights. Graziella was wrapped in her own happiness. They paused 

to let a squad of stretcher-bearers go by. The stretcher-bearers, too, 

showed no concern for their burdens. They were sweating and 

disgruntled, and as they passed they talked loudly to each other of 
their hardships. 

The door of an ambulance opened, and rwo attendants led a man 
down the steps on to the pavement before Craddock and Graziella 
could pass. The man had a huge, splendid body and a fine head. He 
wore an officer’s uniform. He stood on the pavement as if unaware 
of his own actions, without will or intelligence. His body seemed 
strangely collapsed, without tension, with no nerves to command 
or muscles to obey. The attendants tried to lead him, like a 
shambling bear, across the pavement, but after a couple of paces he 
halted and would not budge, uttering senseless grunts with his 
mouth wide and slavering. His arms dangled at his sides, his legs 
sagged as if at any moment they might cave in under the body’s 
weight. His head was sunk into stooped shoulders, his cheeks 
were cavernous and his eyes were lost in deep, black pits, so 
that he looked like some monster uninhabited by a human 
soul. 

Craddock felt a sickness in his stomach. To him the sight was a 
reminder of something that he tried always not to see. Graziella 
looked at the madman, and then she looked up with horror into 
Craddock’s face, as if comparing the two. Craddock said huskily, 
“Come, quickly,” and hurried her past. 

She pressed herself to his side. Her face was set and, heedless any 
longer of her good name, she gripped his arm fiercely all the way 
home. 


A bathing party—the first, for the beach was only now being 
cleared of mines—was spending the afternoon by the sea. 

Pink bodies, brown bodies, sprawled on the beach, scattered like 
the dead, arms and legs rigidly outflung, eyes closed, faces frown- 
ing against the glare that clenched eyelids could not keep out, 
bodies inert, each sunk in a white mould of hot sand, the sunlight 
prickling like sleet at every inch of exposed skin, drugged with 
“sunshine. 
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Within the head each felt the numbing pressure of heat; the mind 
spurned thought. Before the eyes, shifting veils of blood-red and 
black, and fantastic patterns in every colour. The world was vast, 
all sea, all sky, with only a fringe of white sand and drunken red- 
roofed houses heaped on a hillside to soak in the sun. The heat 
imposed a vast silence in which all sounds remained as tiny and 
isolated as the insects that crawled in the rippled whiteness of the 
sand. Voices filtered into the consciousness without awakening the 
intelligence. 

“You should never of led diamonds. . . .’ 

“e not a stitch on, under her dress. ... 

“,.. take a tram from the Elephant and get off at Hawthorn 
Street, by the chapel... .” 

“The trouble with vermouth, it’s too sweet.” 

From far away, the hollow thump of men somersaulting off the 
breakwater into the sea; curtains of brilliant spray upflung against 
the sun; a hubbub of boyish shouting. The voices murmured. ~ 

“e e you don’t want to stuff your garden up with bushes or fruit 
if you want to grow good vegetables. ...” 

**,..a lovely voice but she wouldn’t look after it... 

“Do all my own repairs. I wouldn’t let a builder into the house 
if he paid me for it.” 

Beyond the mutter of voices, the nervous buzz of insects, and 
beyond that, a deeper drone impregnated the air; the insects flitted 
like little specks of light as their transparent wings caught the sun; 
and beyond, again, high up in the blue, moved more specks of light, 
always in orderly patterns, alway. going northwards, cluster after 
cluster, without end. The miad did not associate the sight with the 
sound, was not conscious of the carnage beyond the distant hills, 
was shut tight against words like ‘““bombs”, “friend”, “‘foe’’, ‘‘re- 
treat”, “evacuation”. It was open only to immediate sensation and 
to the bludgeoning hear. 

“*... Wwe was teaching the kiddies musical chairs. They nearly 
went mad laughing. I was having a good time myself...."  ” 

Lazy eyes admired the sea and sky, passed over the ugly and 
irrelevant litter that disfigured the beach; for instance, the anti- 
aircraft gun on the sea wall; for instance, thé mines stacked below 
the wall; for instance, the ripped-up tangle of barbed wire; for 
instance, the two soldiers’ graves in the sand. 
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Sprawled in the sand were the naked bodies of men. Whose were 
the uniforms that hung like scarecrows on the barbed wire? 

**,.. her skin is as soft as milk, and when she kisses me. ...” 

Thought and memory were stilled. There was no past, no future, 
no war; only the sun, the sand, and the sea, all fused in one white 
glare. 

“It’s tea-time, lads. Dress yourselves and get fell in.” 

Movement was a burden. The vision was still obscured, the mind 
stupid, the limbs leaden. Why not have stayed for ever in this 
trance? 

A voice, “No kidding, Fred, lve never had a holiday like this 
before. Have you?” 


Doors and shutters were closed against the sun. Everyone slept 
but the children, who wandered, undaunted, in the streets. 

Ten days ago Ciccio Martinelli had looked like a little brown- 
skinned old man, with a flat, small-peaked workman’s cap pushing 
the ragged hair down over his puckered face, a pair of long trousers 
rolled up at the ankles above unshod, dirty feet, and a torn black 
jacket to cover his bare chest. Now his hair was cropped, and he 
wore a British soldier’s fore-and-aft cap with the flaps buttoned 
under his chin, a British battle-blouse, and on his feet a pair of 
soldier’s canvas slippers. He was squatting on his haunches, on the 
scorching pavement, playing cards with Aldo Buonocorso. Aldo 
also had cropped hair, with a straight fringe. He wore a man’s 
collarless striped shirt, which he had cut down and washied himself, 
and a pair of shorts that barely reaclied below his thighs. The dog 
Vittorio sat behind him, studying the cards over his shoulder. Both 
the boys smoked cigarettes, like grave old men. 

Aldo said, ‘‘Nella”— Nella was leaning against the wall, with 
her hands behind her back, dreaming up at the sun—“‘tomorrow I 
am going with my father into the country. Would you like to 
come?” 

Nella did not answer. 

“We are going to San Martino. Many friends of my father are 
there, from the village, to gather the grapes. There will be much to 
eat, and dancing, It will be good. I am going to bring back a lizard 
in a box. Nella?” 

“Leave me alone, child!” 


“My father ance told me that one can tame lizards, and play with 
them. Graziella will let you come.” 

Nella snapped, “It is no affair of Graziella’s.” 

“Ciccio, you come!” 

“I am at work.” Ciccio was employed in the officers’ mess at a 
British stores depot, as a waiter and handyman. “Besides, I do not 
like the country.” 

“I like the country. I would like to live in the country. In the 
country there is much to do.” 

“Crazy! One can earn more in a day here than in a month in the 
country. I go for ice-cream for the officers, they give me fifty lire. 
A colonel, bhe asked for a signorina. I brought a gitl to him. He 
gave me a hundred lire. And after, T told the girl he had given me 
nothing, and she gave me another fifty lire.” 

“That which you do, it is not work. It is not good. Is it, 
Nella?” 

Nella said, “You are t00 young to know.” 

“J am not too young. My father has told me. My father has said 
that we need to work, for ourselves and for our country. My father 
has said that the evil years have corrupted us, and that we must 
work to change our life.” 

Ciccio uttered a screeching laugh and slapped his knee. “Your 
father! Your fine father! And when did he tell you that?” 

“A long time ago.” There were tears and defiance in Aldo’s 
voice. “But I have remembered!” 

“Your father does not remember.” 

“He remembers. He is sick. hic will be weil again.” 

“Your father is a beggar.” l 

Nob”? 

“Your father creeps about like a filthy old dog. He is weak and 
cowardly, and he should die, like a filthy old dog.” 

Aldo screamed, “No!” He said, his voice trembling, “I tell you 
he is not well. He will be better. In the country he will begin to 
feel better. You will sec, after tomorrow!” 

A British soldier came towards them, Vittorio turned his head 
and bared his teeth in a growl of welcome. Ciccio cried, “‘Ciaou.” 
Ir was the soldier called Tiger. 

Tiger stooped over them, with his hands on his knees, looking 
down at the game like a grown-up. 
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Ciccio was anxious to show off to his friends the English that he 
had acquired. He held up his hand of cards. ‘‘Carrd-ass, yess?” 

“Cards,” said Tiger, in a voice like the scheolteacher’s. 

““Speak-a good, yess? One two free carrd-ass. Win all caramelle 
from Aldo.” 

Tiger asked him something in English. 

“Game-a si chiama scopa. Play scopa. Not inglese. Game-a 
italiana.” 

Tiger pointed to himself. ‘‘Noi different. No play scopa. Cards 
molto different.” He pointed at the gaily coloured medieval play- 
ing cards. ‘‘Nostro cards—different.” 

Ciccio nodded proudly. “‘S1, sz. Play Nap-a, Brag-a, Solo, huh?” 

“Not for caramelle. For money—dunaro.” 

“Si chiama gamble, yess? Noi gamble, polizia come. Capisc’ 
polizia?” 

“Police?” 

“Pollis, yess. Pollis stop gamble. Take to caladoso. Prison. 
Gamble al-aways in house.” He mimed concealment. “I know all 
house. Bad house. Know Piazza Stesicoro? Market?” 

Tiger nodded. ‘‘Piazza Stesicoro bad. All streets there out of 
bounds. Military polizia—capeesh?—stop soldati.” 

“*Si, si! Red-a-cahps! Ciccio know house. Many house for men. 
Carrd-ass. Vine, Bigliardo. Signorinas. You want to go? Ciccio 
take.” 

“No. Houses no buono.” 

“Ah, all-a soldati go. Ciccio take all-a. You go, only see. No go 
house, only street, see. Red-a-cahps no see.” 

Tiger hesitated, and said, “Okay.” 

“Okay, Okay.” To Aldo Ciccio said, ‘You can come, too. And 
you, Nella.” 

Nella answered sullenly, “No. Ishall not come.” 

The boys went off with the soldier. Nella was left alone in the 
street. She looked around her, and seemed to feel her loneliness. 
She stood with her head lowered for a moment. Vittorio shook 
himself, looked back at her and trotted after the boys. Nella cried, 
“I am coming,” and ran after them. 


Tiger sought out Sergeant Craddock that evening in a state of 
great excitement. ‘‘Here, sarge,” he gasped, “‘guess what?” 
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*““You aren’t half in a state. Where you been? Robbin’ a bank?” 
Tiger brushed white streaks of plaster from his shirt and wiped 
his sweating face. “‘Here, guess who I saw?” 


“Who?” 
“Jobling.” Tiger tried to steady his breath. 
“Who?” 


“Harry Jobling.” 

The sergeant looked round and signed him to go into the empty 
guardroom. “‘Now, sit down, and get your breath, and take it easy. 
Now then, where vou been?” 

Tiger sat for a few seconds until the trembling in his legs had 
stopped. “Up the Casbah.” This was the name that the men had 
given to the honeycomb of streets and alleys behind the Piazza 
Stesicoro. ‘The quarter was out of bounds, because of its bad 
reputation, and was always surrounded by military police. 

“Bright little feller, aren’t you? How’d you get in there?” 

“Well, like, I was with my tart- -you know, that kid Nella. SH’s 
not a bad-looker, is she? T think she’s a bit sweet on me. Well, like, 
we was going for a hit of a walk round, a couple of kids out o° the 
street come with us, and we went down that way. Just for a look, 
sarge. I only wanted to see what it was like. They don’t half know 
their way around, these kids. We went into a house, an’ through 
back yards, and up stairs, and over the roofs. Dead easy. We didn’t 
have to go past the redcaps at all, an’ we come out right in the 
middle of it. Here, sarge, what a gaff! You ought to see! Bloody 
streets sO narrow, you can touch both sides at once. Just a drain 
down the middle, runnin’ with T aon’t know what. Smells like a 
public lavatory, no kidding! Stinkin’ fish, rubbish everywhere. 
You can't see for the washing hangin’ out. Dork doorways, court~ 
yards, it wouldn’t take you long to get lost there, I can tell vou.” 

“Get on with it!” 

“Lam. Well, there’s all tarts everywhere. In the windows, on 
balconies. They aren’ half cheeky. I mean I was with a girl, an’ 
they didn’t care. Smilin’ at me, they were, and waving, and calling 
out. There was one up on a balcony, she held her dressing-zown 
open. You oughta seen! Right in front of NeHa.” 

“Where did you see him?” 

“Well, like, I was looking up at the windows . . .’ 

“I bet you were” 


? 
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“and all of a sudden there was Harry Jobling looking down 
at me.” 

“Where was it?” 

“I don’t know. It was one of them high houses, all yellowy and 
peeling, with like all curly iron bars in front of the windows. 
Proper gaff, it was.” 

“I said, where was it?” 

“How do I know®” said Tiger desperately. “‘I took another look 
and he was gone.” 

“Didn't you go ine” 

“How could I? The door was shut. They wouldn’t let me.” 

“Who wouldn’t let you?” 

‘Well, I mean, I had a tart with me. Look, sarge, I couldn't make 
them understand. I tried to explain, and they jabbered away, and 
they were all laughing at me, and then the dog started barking, and 
they said, come on, there was a redcap coming, and we all run like 
muck.” 

“Ah, you little nit. Why didn’t you get the address?” 

“They got no addresses there, The streets got no names. No 
numbers on the houses. They all look the same. It’s all twisted up, 
like.” Tiger was in a panic. He confessed, “1 tell you, sarge, I was 
all in a doo-dah.” 

‘Was he in uniform?” 

“How do I know? I only see him a second.” 

“Sure it was him?” 

“Well, I...” 

“All right. ‘Thanks for telling me. You go in and get washed 
now. And don’t go up the Casbah again, or I'll pulverize you.” 

“Okay, sarge.” 

“And, Tiger?” 

‘Yes, sarge.” 

“Remember, muim’s the word.” 


CHAPTER NINE 


Tue plain was vast, so vast that the whole of Catania, lying behind 

Aldo and his father, was only a spatter of white in a corner of the 

picture; but the plain itself was as tiny as a door-mat at the foot 
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of the itifinite sky. Sky and plain met in an endless line so ‘far away 
that even the thrusting hills scarcely spoiled its flatness. In the 
soft, milky light of early morning, when they had started out on 
their sixteen-kilometre journey, it had been frightening enough 
to emerge from the sheltering streets into this limitlessness, but 
now that the sun had risen and filled the world with its glare, the 
unbounded became twice as big and doubly terrifying. 

A giant had unrolled a ribbon of white road across the plain, and 
it stretched before them like a lifetime. Aldo had often watched 
ants toiling for hours to cross a pavement, and now he felt us if he 
and his father had been bewitched into two tiny ants, black specks 
crawling across the face of the earth. The giant was Etna, towering 
out of its foothills to half the height of the sky. 

“Father, how far have we come?” 

““Coraggio, coraggio/ We have already come six kilometres, and 
soon we shall leave the main highway. You want to rest?” 

“Oh, no, Pappa. Look at Vittorio! He isnot tired. He likes she 
country. He has never been so gay before.” 

Vittorio had abandoned his usual pose of sullen dignity and was 
bounding ahead of them, rushing into ditches, cxploring farm- 
yards, leaping casily to and fro across the dry-stone walls. 

“Tt is not good for a dog to live all his life in streets. Look, he is 
bringing us a stone. I hope he does not decide to bring us back a 
hand grenade. There are many in the ditches here.” 

“Is it here that the soldiers fought, Pappa?” 

“Here, yes, but principally to the south. Soon you will see.” 

Aldo was filled with joy at th strength in his father’s voice. 
Everything was happening as he had forescen. At the outset of 
their journey, Aldo had been fearful and doubting at the sight of 
the familiar, hopeless droop of his father’s shoulders and at the 
weary pace at which they had moved; but, with the town behind 
them and the sun on their faces, Pappa had already straightened his 
back, was swinging his arms and stepping out more briskly, and 
was speaking as if the world about him once again held some 
interest for him. 

‘The plain is rich, is it not, Aldo?” 

“How?” 

“Look about you. Those wide, brown fields have borne wheat. 
There, as far as you can see, are groves of olives. There, and there, 
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and there, are plantations of oranges, figs, peaches, lemons, almonds. 

From the hills comes sulphur, to the factory by the railway. 

Those fat, yellow melons that you love are grown here. Do 

you see the vineyards? They are too many to count, are they 

not? And the maize. The earth is rich—but the people are 
oor.’ 

“Why are they poor?” 

“I am ashamed that you ask, Aldo. Have I not told you? Men 
and women raise all these riches, but not for themselves, nor for 
their children, nor for us. The land is owned by a few, and the 
riches are taken by a few. Those who work gain nothing but the 
food for their next day's labour, and little enough food at that. 
There is no difference between them and the oxen they employ. 
They live together with their oxen, and itis fitting that they should 
live thus, for they are all the oxen of their masters.” 

“Why do they not work the land for themselves?” 

“The masters are too stiong.” 

“But you said that the masters are few.” 

“The masters have police and soldiers.” 

“But the police and soldiers are from the people.” 

“They obey. Look! Vittorio! Hey, Vittorio, here Vittorio! 
Why does he obey? Too many men are dogs.” 

Aldo trotted at his father’s lieels, feeling crushed at his inabilitv 
to answer this argument and offended at the slighting, reference to 
Vittorio. He was disturbed by vague memorics of a time when 
his father had spoken differently, but the memories were clusive 
and he could not take hold of them. He tried to work out for him- 
self the differences between dogs and men, but he could not make 
his protest articulate. “‘There are no birds in the sky,” lie said. “An 
hour ago the sky was full of birds. [ could hear them singing every- 
where, even when I could not see them.” 

“The heat is too great for the birds. They are all in hiding. It is 
not good to be in the hcat. That is why we started carly. The birds 
rest, but not the peasants.” He pointed to the tiny figures of people 
working in the distant fields. 

“Nor the soldiers.” 

“Nor the soldiers. Nor those...” he pointed to the slender 
green lizards darting to and fro on the white walls. 

“Nor the mosquitoes, Pappa,” said Aldo, excitedly, making a 
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game of it, “nor the cicadas.” The silence thrummed with the 
sound of insects. 

A British lorry rushed down upon them, its tailboard clattering, 
and dwindled along the road, leaving a long plume of white dust 
spreading behind it. Aldo felt the dust settle on his face and licked 
the metallic taste from his lips. For seconds after the lorry had 
vanished the puny sumach trees at the roadside trembled, their 
leaves in a silvery disarray. ‘The dusty leaves of the olive trees 
caught the sunlight like tinsel. There was a sound like a battle and a 
motor-cycle hurtled past, and again a cloud of dust wreathed out 
towards the ditches. Aldo’s heart banged with excitement at the 
glimpse he had caught of the rider crouched over the handle-bars in 
goggles, gauntlets and grim, smooth helmet. The heat beat down 
on the road, the routed silence crept back and time slowed down 
again. 

They turned off into a side road whose rutted and flinty surface 
made walking an ordeal. The dust lay so thick that the sound of 
their footsteps was muffled and a little white smoke followed at 
their heels. There was a rattle of wheels and a peasant cart over- 
took them. The cart was painted all over in brightly coloured 
pictures of local legends, and it was pulled by a reproachful-looking 
donkey which wore a collar of silver bells and tall plumes of red 
and green. The driver’s seat was empty and the donkey’s master 
lay fast asleep among the sacks in the back of the cart. Aldo hoped 
that his father would ask for a lift, but his father said, “Let him 
sleep.” 

They were alone again, but At » was no Jonger bored or timid, 
for there was much to look at. ‘The ditches now were cluttered 
with the rubbish of war: cartridge cases, helmets, articles of cloth- 
ing, tins and cartons with English and German labels on them. 
Little trenches were cut, neatly as slots, into the banks, and dugouts 
burrowed like rabbit-runs. Beneath a huge cactus that raised its 
spiky leaves like warning hands against the sky Aldo found a 
rounded sap in which rows of little bombs nested in holes cut in a 
wooden shelf. [He would have taken one, but his father called, 
“Come away from there. There are mines buried in those ditches.” 

Now the fields were pitied with round hete., each hole with a 
rim of yellow-burned earth. Here and there were to be seen untidy 
little clumps of graves, mounds of brown earth cach surmounted 

81 


by a crude wooden cross, a broken rifle and a heap of soldier’s 
equipment that was usually covered with a black gum of sun-dried 
blood. 

The farmhouses that were outlined against rhe blue sky were 
burned and ruined. Tanks lay blackened and half-sunk in the soft 
earth. Aldo could not imagine that they had ever moved; they 
looked as if they had been here as Jong as the squat oak trees. 

Ir was all very interesting, but dx appointing too, for there was 
nothing, here in this empty desolation which Aldo could associate 
with the highly coloured pictures of war and glory that he had secen 
so often in illustrated magazines. He looked for the dramatic, and 
instead he suw these occasional patches of untidiness around which 
the vines and the maize were alieady closing again, screening the 
marks of destruction with their fruitfulness, and amongst which the 
peasants moved slowly at their work, driving their oxen and tend- 
ing their crops as if the rhythm of the seasons had never been inter- 
rupted, Families were living in the smashed farmhouses, and froma 
the gaping walls he could faintly keu across the fields the sounds of 
work, of altercation and of screaming children. 

He felt a little happier when Vitorio came leaping at him to lead 
him to a discovery; something. more lthe what he had expected. A 
corpse lay on its back under a cactus hedge. He went close ap to it 
and studied it with great intetest. Under the German helmet was 
something that Jooked like a muuldering black pudding. The tunic 
was filled out by the ribs, but the ctomach hud fallen away so that 
the waist of the trousers lav as if empty on the ground. The arms 
were outflung, but instead of hands there emerged at the wrist only 
shining white bones, the fingers driven in a death-grip into the 
crumbling carth, Vittorio sat on his haunches and growled with 
distaste, but Aldo looked round him for a stick with which to poke 
at this strange object. He was curious to find what it was that 
swarmed out of the blood-blackened holes in the tunic like tice 
from a bursting sack. His father explained, “Maggots,” and drew 
him away. 

He ran on to inspect an abandoned machine gun, and it was onl 
later, when they were ear to their destination and the vineyards 
around them were filled with the noise and movement of people, 
that he remembered the dead man and pitied him for lying all alone 
and forgotten in that great emptiness. 
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The world shrank again as they followed the path through the 
vineyards, and he forgot the dead man and the bare, brown plain. 
On either side the vines loomed above him, leaning on their sticks 
under the weight of the black bunches of grapes, shaking and whis- 
pering at the ceaseless attentions of the harvesters. Behind the 
pattern of writhing vine-stems and shrivelled foliage Aldo could see 
a ceaseless, busy movement of people, and every few seconds a 
woman would come out on to the path and walk proudly away 
with a big basket of grapes on her head. 

They were welcomed by Turi the overseer, his father’s friend, a 
mat like a great tree, with a face as dark and knobbly as the face of 
a tree, who moved from place to place as massively and as de- 
liberately as if he had to drag up his roots each time he stirred. 
Aldo was fascinated by his leather waistcoat, with its rows of car- 
tridge-pouches. Aldo was ill with heat and exhaustion. Great, 
burning, hands seemed to be pressing down on his head wand 
shoulders. The sweat made his eyes smart and blurred his vision, 
and his skin was chafed by his dusty, sodden clothing, but delight 
revived him as he saw the two men above him clasping each other 
powerfully and exchanging news and greetings in deep, strong 
voices. It was as if Turi were conferring something on his father. 

‘Turi led them out of the dust and the ulare, and thev rested ona 
cool stone bench in the shade, while he brought them water with 
which to bathe their faces, wine, and bread and hard-boiled eggs. 
Later, while the men talked and smoked, Aldo went otf with 
Vittorio to inspect his surroundings. 

The rest of the day passed in a acliriium of exploration. The faint 
headache with which the heat had left him only served to augment 
his excitement. He crept among, the men w} > bustled to and fro in 
the yard of the wine-factory, looking up wi h wonder at their size, 
their strength, their faces so dark and Jeatbery that they might have 
been hrother-mastiffs of Vitto1io’s, and the thick, black clothes with 
which they muffled themselves against the sun. He went into the 
big, gloomy barn where the wine was beinp, pressed, enjoving the 
sickly, intoxicating smell and envying the men and buys who stood 
with their trousers rolled up to their Inces t wmpling the heaped 
grapes while the dark juice filmed the sloping floors and gurgled 
away along the gutters. He wandered among the vines, cating 
grapes until his hands and clothes were sticky with juice, lingering 
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to help fill a basket until impatience or an outburst of distant laugh- 
ter sent him on his travels again, bragging to the women, telling 
them importantly what was happening in the town, inexplicably 
warmed by their sad, kindly glances and by the touch of their 
warm, rough hands. He met almost-forgotten uncles and aunts who 
laughed and wept over him, and a horde of cousins who, with the 
other boys and girls of his own age, paused to pelt him with grapes 
and draw him into screaming, joyful battles that lasted until a 
grown-up arrived to drive them back to work. He watched, wide- 
eyed, while two men killed a big, black snake with sticks. dodging, 
and beating at it while ir lashed about with incredible speed and 
strength. They chopped it in two with a spade, and the pieces still 
writhed. Long after they had shovelled it into a fire Aldo crouched 
and watched the white, coiled skeleton glowing in the heat. 

In the evening the people gathered in the courtyard, the old 
men wearing their black coats like cloaks and puffing at lony pipes, 
the children as tireless and noisy as ever, the young men and women 
in separate groups. Aldo found his father sitting among a group of 
friends who were listening with respect as he told them how things 
were going in Catania. 

“Do you think the war will come back?” they asked him 
anxiously, and they were happy when he assured them that the Ger- 
mans had been driven back ulmost to Messina and would soon be 
gone. 

“And the English?” 

“The English, too. They will follow to fight in Italy.” 

“Here,” said Turi, “it is as it has always becn. As soon as the 
soldicrs went the people came down from the hills. There are 
mines in the vineyards, but we gather, and there will be wine. 
There are mines in the fields, but we sow, and there will be crops. 
The roads and the bridges will be repaired. We shall rebuild our 
houses. There will be wars again as there will be storms. But next 
time let it be somewhere else.” 

Afterwards there was singing and drinking. When it was dark 
the people ignored the law that the soldiers had made and lit a big 
fire. There was more music, and some of the men danced. ‘They 
grew hot as they danced, and they took their shirts off and danced 
bare to the waist. They made a trial of endurance of it, keeping up 
the furious step interminably. One man swung a child on to his 
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shoulders; others snatched up children; the first mati took up a 
second child; and they danced, with their burdens, while one after 
another dropped out, the people clapping and stamping all the time 
until only one man was left, to be acclaimed like a hero. 

Young men and women were talking to each other on the out- 
skirts of the crowd, shyly, watched by their parents. One lad seized 
a girl by the arm and tried to draw her away into the dark. The 
girl screamed, and Aldo jumped for joy as one of her brothers 
leaped forward and there was a clash of knives in the firelight. The 
combatants were separated as soon as blood was drawn, and for 
minuies afterwards there was a tremendous hubbub of screaming 
and quarrelling between the two families and their supporters, with 
the women outdoing the men. 

“Pappa,” Aldo asked fearfally, “what will happen?” 

“Nothing,” his father chuckled, ‘‘but I think that he will marry 
her.” 

“But the other one might have killed him!” 

“Then he would not have married her,” replied his father, and 
all the men around roared with laughter as if his father were a 
great humorist. 

The fire died down and people drifted away to bed, the families 
to the stables or ruined hovels which they occupied, the unmarried 
men ro a big barn. 

Aldo lingered for a while in the darkness, enjoying the cool air 
and pretending, in the starlight, that he was a lone adventurer in a 
strange, ghostly land. Lizards scuttled in the cactus hedges, not the 
delicate, beautiful little creatures that he had seen in the sunlight, 
but ugly monsters, a foot long, with slug-like white bellies, rough 
backs and bulging eyes. He squatted on his h. wches close to them 
and imagined that they were as big as crocad:les. Far away in the 
darkness white flashes flickered like lightning, and coloured lights 
rose and died mysteriously in the night. The olive trees were like 
witches dancing. He shivered, and assured himself that Vittorio 
Was near. 

He went back to the barn and was glad of the thick, smelly 
warmth, A hurricane lamp near the door cast 3 i‘ttle splash of light 
that was just enough to make all the darkness flicker and the 
shadows dance. The sleeping men were like great black bundles 
heaped about the floor. He crept under his father’s blanket and 
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took Vittorio in beside him, in a grateful embrace. Between the 
warmth of his father and the heat of the dog he lay for a while ina 
happy dizziness of fatigue, remembering confusedly the endless 
white road, the fierce sunlight, the stir and clamour of the vine- 
yards, his father’s face lit from within by manhood, the gleam of 
steel in the firelighr, the red glow on the skins of the dancers, the 
hideous eyes of the lizards; then he slept. 

His father woke him carly in the morning. They took the bundles 
of food with which their friends had provided them, and the box in 
which Aldo had two little green lizards, and climbed up on to a cart 
that was going in the direction of Catania. ‘The cart was stacked 
high with barrels and Aldo sat on top with his father, ho:ding on 
to the binding ropes to keep his balance, and looking proudly down 
from what seemed an immense height on the people who were 
waving and shouting goodbye to them. 

All the way back Aldo was beside himself with pride and happi- 
ness. He could hardly wait to sce his father come face to face once 
more with Nella, and Ciccio, and all those people in the street. 
He talked incessantly, shouting: to every passer-by, bawling songs, 
banging with his fists on a barrel as if it were a drun, playing king- 
of-the- castle on his perch, day-dreaming a dozen adventures as the 
sun rose in the sky and the parched telds crept by. 

The carter set them down at the cross-roads outside the town 
and they continued on foot along the straggling Via Acquicellu, 
past the outlying huddle of alleys and shanties, to the town gate. 
They made their way thiough the streets, and the nearer they came 
to home the mere impatiently Vittorio bounded on ahead, while 
Aldo, also prickling with impatience, tugged at his father’s land 
and tried to hasten his step. 

His father, although the curt had been so much less than 
yesterduy’s, resisted and slowed down his pace, Lesitaring, to look 
vaguely at shop windows, mupping his brow and saying in a gruff 
voice, ‘There is no hurry, the sun i» up.” 

They turned at last into their own street. Aldo, who, unable to 
contain himself, had raced on ahead with Vittorio, halted and 
looked round. He was surprised to see his father so far behind. He 
waited, his heart thudding with breathlessness and with a strange, 
cold premonition. He seemed to be waiting for ever. He cried, 
“Pappa!” His voice was still bright, feigning a childish impatience, 
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but he was stricken with panic and disbelief. “Peppa/” His father 
hardly seemed to be coming nearer, and the sick thumping of his 
heart measured out an eternity of time. He tried not to hear the 
tell-tale, melancholy footsteps, or to see the too familiar shuffle, 
the sagging shoulders. He ran back, smiling eagerly up at his father 
and taking hold of his sleeve. The English sergeant came by and 
Aldo smiled at him, too, blinking back the unbidden tears. 

His father hałf-turned, as the sergeant passed them, and extended 
a hand. Aldo cried, ‘‘No!” and pulled at his father’s sleeve. His 
father ignored him, and whined, “Buon giorno, signor sergente. 
Una ‘igaretta, per favore?” He plucked his sleeve away from Aldo’s 
grasp, and as he took the cigarette he muttered peevishly to his son, 
“Leave me alone, I am tited after that journey, I need a cigarette.” 

Aldo did not answer. He walked beside his father, trembling a 
little. ‘The tears were gone; lis eyes were hot and dry, and he felt 
as if he would never cry again. 


CHAPTER TEN 


ALL day long the black flocks of aircraft swung across the sky, and 
the nights trembled with their roar. Phosphorescent gun-flashes 
made the mountain peaks leap in and out of the darkness. Lorries 
rumbled northward, and ambulances came lurching back along the 
deep-worn roads. Ragged mobs of prisoners swarmed into the 
compounds. Then, one day, the last echo died among the hills. 
The last stains of shell-smoke dritred away fiom over the straits 
and left the sky serene. The last Germans slipped aboard their 
ferries and Mcssina was empty and silent, a desert of white ruins. 
There were no more aircraft in the sky and no more convoys on the 
roads... The war was gone from Sicily. This was on the seventeenth 
day of August. 

In the Via dei Martiri the days were tranquil, and human life 
flourished like a garden. Every mind was closed to the carnage that 
continued across the face of the earth; soldiers and civilians alike 
told each other, ‘‘Za guerra è finita.” They, nourished themselves 
on this illusion, ‘“The war is over,” disowning, as is the way of 
men, all the world outside themselves, all time but the present. 

The aspect of the street had changed. At one end, outside the 
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billet, the road and pavement were spotlessly clean, and even the 
rest of the street, by force of cxample, was tidier, the rubbish being 
piled in a few great heaps against the walls of the air-raid shelter. 
It was unusual, now, to see groups of soldiers hanging about out- 
side their habitation, for most of the men had found homes for 
themselves. Only a mittority had women of their own, but many 
more had been adopted into families and spent their spare time 
helping the old folk or playing wich the children. The street might 
have been a village, leading a life of its own in the midst of the 
greater life of the town. The children were all looking well after 
two weeks of feeding on British rations, and many of them were 
neatly dressed in clothes whose material bore a suspicious resem- 
blance to khaki drill or army blankets. There were fewer of them 
playing in the street, for the priest—with moncy given to him by 
some Catholic soldiers—had bought pencils and paper and had 
started a little school. The company’s medical corporal had estab- 
lished an unofficial dispensury to which women and children 
streamed every day to have their ailments treated. Curtains, never 
seen before in the street, had appeared in a few windows, and one 
domesticated soldier had even knocked up a window-box. A new 
language had come into being, which not only served fur intercourse 
berween English and Sicilians, but which was in common use within 
each group. Thus a soldicr complaining at the cookhouse would 
grumble, “‘This munjah-ree’s no bloody bonna,” to which the 
cooks would probably reply, “Fangolal’’ —while a Sicilian house- 
wife, expressing approval of a neighbour’s latest purchase, would 
tell her that it was “‘jus’-the-bloody-job.” 

Captain Rumbold, helpless in the face of this process, did not 
know whether to laugh or to be angry. He was having a good time 
himself; in the Mess, he described the girl he had picked up as “a 
fiery little bitch.” It was not greatly displeasing, when he walked 
down the street, to sce his men sitting quietly at the street doors, 
passing their time soberly, often singing quietly and harmoniously 
with their women and their friends the songs of the moment, 
Piccola Santa, Amo Pola, or the banal and heart-breaking Li: 
Marlene. He had laughed loud and long on the Sunday morning 
when Ling had come to him for a pass out of billets “to take the 
kids to church”. ‘‘Why?” he had asked. ‘“You’re not a Catholic, 
are you?” Ling had stood for a moment frantically corrugating his 
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bald head in search of an answer before he had replied, “No, but 
you got to bring ’em up decent, like, ’aven’t you, sir?” The captain 
had granted the pass. But he had been furious when a Sicilian 
woman had called out to Sergeant Craddock, in his presence, 
*‘Ciaau, Pippo!” “Pippo?” queried the captain. “Who that?” 
“Me,” admitted Sergeant Craddock. a littleunha y O” eX: 
claimed the captain, staring at the solid, ruddy 4 sof his S&vourite 
sergeant. “If you’re going native that’s the bloody timit", 


On the day after the fighting ended Craddock drew": three 
months’ back pay, went to the market and bought an old portable 
gramophone, some records, a bottle of good wine and a Spanish 
comb. 

“What are these things for?” asked Graziella as he unloaded his 
gifts on to her table. 

“The comb is to wear, the wine is to drink and the gramophone 
is to play.” 

“But for me?” She wrung her hands, in a harassed way, and 
smiled wonderingly. “Why?” 

Craddock set out two tumblers and filled them with wine. “No 
more questions. Drink.” 

She emptied the glass, looked at him shyly, and laughed. He 
refilled her glass. “Go on,” he said, ‘‘all of it.” 

“Ah, no, you will make me drunk.” 

“A little. Come!” He sat beside her, with one arm round her 
shoulders, and with his free hand raised the glass to her lips. She 
sipped obediently, like a child, looked at him ugain in inquiry and 
broke into uncontrollable laughter. He squeezed her shoulders 
and said, ‘“There, that’s better.” 

She calmed herself and asked, still gasping a little with laughter, 
“What are you doing, madman?” 

Craddock left her and began to wind up the gramophone. He 
placed a record on the turntable. ‘Your cheeks are flushed and 
vour smile is without a shadow. I have waited a long time to see 
that.” He pressed the switch. ‘‘Do you know this waltz? The Blue 
Danube. Now we shall dance.” 

Graziella made a noise of derision. “I do not dance. I ama 
married woman with a child. My time for dancing is finished.” 

“When it was your time for dancing, did you dance?” 
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“No.” 

“Then you will learn now.” 

“Tt Is too difficult.” 

“No, it is easy. Let me confess. I have only danced three times 
since my wedding, and rarely before. But I will teach you. I have 
. watched you. You willearn easily.” 

She rose to her feet, but hesitated, holding the back of the 
chair. 

“Come. To please me.” 

“Do I not please you now?” 

‘You plëase me much. But I am not satisfied.” 

“Why?” Her hesitance was a sham; she was excited and pouting 
already. 

“You are too wise. And all your wisdom is a bitter wisdom. 
You are like a woman older than me, but you are only young. I 
want to be able to see that you are young. You must learn to be 
young, and to laugh more.” 

“It is not easy to laugh in this life” —but she was laughing again. 
She came into his arms, and he guided her round the table in a 
waltz step. Their movement was clumsy, and they faltered, and 
laughed, and clung to each other. Craddock broke off and gave 
her some more wine. She giggled and shook her hair free. She 
moved lightly, humming the tune against his ear. Soon it was 
Craddock who felt clumsy and she at ease, and when shé glided 
into the turns it was he who was the burden. The record shrieked 
to a stop, and she clapped her hands and cried, ‘‘Make it play again!” 
They played the waltz twice more, and at the second playing she 
cast him off, snatched up the baby from the cot and whirled round 
the room holding the child high, laughing and singing. Craddock 
sat on the edge of the table by the gramophone, glorying to see her 
so wild and youthful. “Tomorrow I shall ask my friend, the Cor- 
poral Honeycombe, to come and dance with you. He dances well. 
He is good for all things with women. You deserve a good partner.” 

She came and sat beside him, with the baby on her lap, giving the 
child sips of wine from her glass. ‘“You are not serious?” 

“Yes, lam serious. Why not?” 

“Bur I must not dance with another man. It is not decent.” 

“Why?” 

‘It is not permitted. He is not my man.” 
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“No one permits. You are a free woman. . You may do what 
pleases you. You must learn that.” 

“Perhaps you want me to kiss him, too?” Her voice was hostile 
and she looked sullcy, but he’saw the tell-tale gleam of laughter in 
her vyes. 

“If you kiss him I shall break your neck. But not if you wish to 
dance with him,” 

“I am a free woman. I may do what pleases me. Perhaps it will 
please me to kiss him!” 

“Perhaps. But, speaking purely as a friend, 1 advise you not 
10.” 

“Ah!” She buried her face exultantly in the child’s neck, and her 
body shook with laughter. ‘Englishmen are jealous, too!” 

They danced and drank, and played rhe other records. When 
the bottle was empty Graziella ran out, not troubling to arrange 
her disordered hair, and came back Sha jug of cheap wine. „She 
could not stop talking. “When I said that I had never danced, it 
was not true. When I was a child I always danced. The day I came 
back from my first Communion I was wearing a beautiful white 
dress, and I was walking So nicely in the street, and I heard an old 
man playing the violin. I danced and danced, and the old man saw 
me and played always more, always faster, and I danced always 
faster. I forgot my good behaviour and I danced until I was hor, 
and my beautiful dress was all disarranged and covered with dust 
from the street, and still I danced. My uncle saw me, and shouted 

to my mother. He was angry, for the sake of the family. My 
mother came and dragged me into the house, and scolded me, but 
when we were inside the house she embraced me, and she wept 
over me and told me that when I was dan ing I was as beautiful 
as a bird, and that I reminded her of her own childhood. She cried, 
‘Oh, that you might always remain my child and never become a 
woman!” My mother was good.” She rested her head tipsily on 
his shoulder. ‘“‘But if I had never become a woman I would never 
have been with you.” She looked solemnly at him, and went off 
suddenly into a volley of laughter, leaning across his lap. “Ecco? 
Now I laugh even without knowing why.” a, 

“Be careful with the baby,” said Craddock, “and do not give 
him any more to drink, or you will make him drunk, too,” He 
added, after a little pause, “How long before he is asleep?” 
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Graziella raised her eyes. ‘That is why I am giving him wine,” 
she said. 


It was night, and Graziella was alone, except for the baby sleeping 
in its cot. She moved about the room barefoot, humming to her- 
self, still flushed with wine and pleasure. Half the room was weakly 
lit by a paraffin lamp, the rest in shadow. She looked at her mirror, 
twirled across the room, softly singing The Blue Danube, and came 
waltzing back to the mirror with the lamp in her hand. She 
stooped in front of the glass and held her hair back with both hands. 
“I must have it thus,” she said aloud, ‘fand I must brush it more so 
that it will shine like Paloma’s hair. And I will put the comb in”— 
she reached for the Spanish comb—“‘thus.” She blushed at the 
image that confronted her. ‘‘I did not look as young as this, or as 
beautiful, on my wedding day!” 

The words were a reminder. She drew back from the mirror and 
looked with dismay at the photograph on the shelf, from which 
Vincenzo’s face, square and strong and framed in black hair, stared 
at her sullenly. She looked at the photograph, and at the Madonna 
above her bed, and again at the photograph. 

“Oh, Madonna,” she cried to the image. “Oh, darling Mary! 
You understand. I know you understand. What can I do?” Her 
face softened, and she smiled again. ‘You are a mother. That is 
why all the women pray first of all to you. You are a woman,” 
she said tenderly. “Do you think I believe that story about you? 
You will not be harsh. I know you will forgive!” 

She took the comb from her hair, and turned down the lamp. 
She was still humming the song to herself as she climbed into 
bed. 


CHAPTER ELEVEN 


THESE were dream days, a time of sunlight and languor, lived under 
a glass bell of unrcality. 

It took a fragment of a second, on a quiet Sunday morning, to 
shatter the peaceful dream. 

Ata little after ten o’clock Craddock threw back the blanket and 
heaved himself reluctantly up from the warmth of his palliasse. 


92 


The tiled floor was cnal to his feet. The window was open and the 
room was pleasant with fresh air and sunlight. He drained the last 
drop of tea from his mug-—Honeycombe had brought his break- 
fast to him in bed—and dressed. There was a bow! of water on a 
chair, and he washed and shaved, enjoying the touch of the cold 
water against his skin. 

There were no voices of command to be heard from the court- 
yard; only the unhurried footsteps and the idle murmur of a day 
without a time-table. Men lounged on the landings, sat in the sun 
writing letters, or strolled into the latrines with newspapers under 
their arms. A party clattered away to church parade. A few civilians 
appeared in the street neatly dressed for church, but most of the 
doors were still shut. Even the children who played around the 
air-raid shelter were quieter than usual. 

Craddock stretched his arms and wondered what to 

The explosion made him flinch. It was loud and sharp, not 
blurred by distance. The whiplashing echoes died away into a 
profound silence. 

He was stunned. A woman uttered a fearful, penetrating scream. 
He went to the window. All alony the street doors were crashing 
open. There was a stampeding convergence of bodies, and the 
white roadway disappeared as the mass of people heaved and 
spread like a dark flood in every direction. A deafening clamour 
ascended, agitated voices, the bestial screaming of women, the 
shouts and the clattering boots of soldiers who poured out of the 
billet. The crowd flowed and swirled, and broke up into mad 
„patterns of light and dark as little groups formed, coalesced and 
dissolved in a bellowing, gesticulating frenzy. 

Craddock was already on the landing when the mob of men in 
the courtyard parted and the guard commanaer came bounding up 
the staircase. In his arms, pressed tightly against his body, was a 
big bundle, shapeless and darkly sodden. He plunged past Crad- 
dock without a word and hurried to the medical room along the 
corridor. Craddock was still staring at the thick splashes of bright: 
red that bespattered the staircase when another soldier came racing 
up towards him, with a screaming child flur over his shoulder; 
and then, with long, thundering strides, Captain Rumbold, his 
face dark with fury and his uniform soaked with blood, bearing a 
silent and stupefied Aldo. Aldo stared without recognition at 
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Craddock as he was carried past, and looked helplessly at the 
horrible, bloodied masses of meat where his hands had been. 

The captain shouted, as he went by, ‘Get the truck out!” He 
vanished into the medical room and reappeared, without his bur- 
den but still dripping with blood, before Craddock had reached 
the foot of the stairs. “Sergeant!” Craddock paused. ‘‘It was up 
by the shelter. Get along there and find out what happened.” 

The brilliant light in the courtyard confused the sergeant and 
deepened the sense of nightmare that oppressed him. He was en- 
raged by the gaping indecision of the men who pressed around him. 

“Corporal Honevcombe, stand by with six men and stretchers! 
Laskin, get that bloody truck sturted up! No, I don’t know what's 
happened, Don’t stand there yawping. You, you and you, cume 
with mel” 

Civilians thronged into the porcliway. “Corporal of the guard,” 
the serzeant shouted, “‘clear this lot back!” The crowd 1:ctreated. 
Rosario stood his ground, supporting a frantic, howling womun. 
“Chi è? La madrn? Let this one in, corporal; it’s one of the 
mothers. Don’t let her in to the medical room til} the captain tells 
you.” 

Craddock pushed through the crowd, with his three men follow- 
ing him. The women were making hideous demonstrations of grief, 
pulling their hair down uver their faces, beating their breasts, 
blubbering, shrieking, themselves hoarse, or, with glazed eycs, 
bobbing and mumbling ave marjas. Voices pabbled questions and 
explanations at the serge ut, and hands reached out to detain him. 
He found himself face to face with Graziella. Her cheeks weie. 
smudged with tears, puffed and ugly. She clutched at him, and 
cried, “Pippo, what is it? What has happened?” He put hes 
angrily aside, without answering, and went on his way. He reached 
the shelter, and his men began to press the crowd back. The 
clamour increased as the people were squeezed buck towards the 
pavement. Craddock ignored the noise and turned to his tusk. 

One of the mibbish hcaps hud been disrupted into an uneven 
litter of rags, waste paper, chickens’ guts, dirt and decaying fruit 
skins. Amid the scattered filth lay the body of Aldo’s dog, stretched 
in a hideous neatness, its entrails spilled in a fluid, many-coloured 
heap between its crossed paws. He could nor recognize in this 
limp heap of bedraggled fur, from which aruse a hot, horrible 
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smell, and upon’ whose wounds buzzed a black crust of flies, the 
strong and living creature whose muscular beauty he had admired. 

He ignored the stench and went on with his search. The shelter 
above the rubbish heap was scarred by the explosion and splashed 
with blood. There was more blood among the refuse. He stooped 
over the nauseating heap, probing gently with his fingers. He 
searched patiently among the rubbish until, close to the wall, he 
came on a blackened end of wire. He groped along the wire to a 
staple in the wall. The crowd was subdued now; the hysteria had 
petered out and there was a low chatter of comment, broken by 
sudd.n shrillnesses, as the people watched Craddock at work. He 
called two more soldiers out of the crowd and told them to search 
the pavement for metal fragments. He went on working through 
the rubbish heap. 

A low, human moan attracted his attention. He looked up. The 
dog’s flank was risiny and falling fecbly, and its eyes were moving 
above the shattered muzzle. He culled to one of the soldiers ‘Go 
and get a rifle.” 

“It’s all right, sergeant.” Captan Rumbold appeared. He took 
his pistol from his holster. “Poor old feller,” he said gently, and 
pulled the trigger. 

The shot echoed deafeningly between ihe shelter and the houses. 
There was a fresh swirl of movement frorn the people, as if the shot 
had been fired among them. Craddock felt that he was losing his 
grip on reality. He became aware of the smell. The sunlight be- 
wildered him, increasing his nausea and unsteadying his vision. 
His head was still singing with the reverberations of the shot, and 

‘the voices around him only came to him faintly. Into what dream 

world had he descended, with the trail of h'ood along the white 
pavement, the captain standing tall and terrible in a blood-soaked 
uniform at his side? He beard the captain saying, “Whar was 
ite” 

Craddock straightened up. “Jerry booby-urap. Pretty straight- 
forward. They must have left it behind in this rubhish heap when 
they pulled out of the town. It’s the kind of thing they do. A 
couple of potato-masher grenades lashed together”—he showed 
the captain a charred cylinder of wood and a thin piece of metal— 
“probably with one-second detonators shoved into the handles. 
There was a pull wire from the grenades to this staple in the wall. 
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They probably figured that whoever cleared the rubbish away 
would catch it. These poor kids got to it first. They must have 
been playing mud-pies, or something, on the heap, and dug down 
on the wire.” 

There was a babble of inquiry from the pavements. The captain 
said, ‘‘ Tell ’em!”’ 

Craddock raised his arms and shouted, ‘‘Sdenzio/”” He was seized 
with an inexplicable revulsion against these people as he looked at 
them. A moment ago they had been mad with fear; now they were 
yelping with curiosity, their faces white and greedy in the sunshine. 
“Silence?” The noise subsided sufficiently for him to speak. ‘Your 
children were wounded by a German bomb.” ‘There was no 
reaction in the faces before him; the same gaping callousness. He 
became angry. ‘‘A bomb hidden in your street by the Germans, 
by the Fascists. They left it there to do you harm.” No reaction. 
“They have spilled the blood of your children. The Germans. The 
enemy. Do not forget.” He shouted again, “Do not forget.” 

“All right,” said the captain, “‘break ıt up. Come on, you chaps, 
get these bastards moving.” The soldiers began to disperse the 
crowd. Craddock walked back to the billet with the captain. Little 
groups of people lingered everywhere, waving their hands at each 
other and arguing nosily. 

“What about the kids?” Craddock asked. 

“One of ’em’s done for. There’s another not badly hurt. You 
saw the third, the one J had...” 

“Aldo?” 

“Is that his name? They’ll probably have to take both of those 
hands of his off. It'll be touch and go whether they save him.” 

“Pity; he’s a good kid.” 

“Ah, what’s thce odds? They breed like flies and die like flies 
here. They’re not worth a toss, anyway. Td svoner it happened 
to them than to a couple of our chaps.” 

“I suppose so,” said Craddock gloomily. ‘“‘Srll ” He fell 
silent for a few paces. At last he exclaimed violently, ‘‘Those 
bastard Germans!” 

In the courtyard the men surrounded him, with questions. “‘It 
was a Jerry booby-trap,” he explained. ‘Onc kid’s dying and the 
other two’ll probably be crippled for life. You might like to re- 
member that, lads. For later on.” He looked up at the staircase. 

96 





“You two, get a bucket and wash that blood away. It’s a fine state 
for a billet to be in on a Sunday morning.” 

He went to wash the filth from his hands and to change his 
clothes. After a while the street was quiet again. But the quietness 
had changed. It was not calm, but unease, that lay upon the street. 


CHAPTER TWLLVE 


By the next morning the incident was apparently forgotten. The 
billet was crowded and full of activity. Reinforcements had arrived 
to bring the company up to war strength. The new men had to be 
absorbed and a training programme had been started which, with 
their normal guard duties, robbed the men of much of their former 
leisure. 

Among the reinforcements was a new officer who had core to 
replace the dead commander of Craddock’s platoon. Mr. Perking- 
ton was small and dapper. He liad come straight from an officers’ 
pool to take up his first appointment on active service. He had only 
been in Sicily for a few days, and his journey up from the base at 
Syracuse through this strange island had served more to unsettle 
him than to prepare him for his new dutics. He was still confused 
by the heat, and by the contrast between the savage splendour of 
the country and the desolation that inhabited it. There were ton 
many impressions. The ancient towns spilled in heaps in the white 
sunshine, the famished people sw ‘:ming amorg the ruins, had left 
him with a sense of loss and despair. The sunburned soldiers, 
branded with experience, to whom he had come, seemed to look 
patronizingly upon him, and he felt inadequate in their presence. 
He would have to 1-sert his authority. 

His platoon was on parade when he arrived. The sergeant came 
up to him and saluted. He returned the sergcant’s salute. 

“Sergeant Craddock, isn’t it?” 

Yes, sir.” 

“My name’s Perkington. I’m sure we shall get on together. You 
play ball with me, and you'll find that PI play ball with you. 
O.K.?” 

‘Yes, sir.” 

“What’s your first period?” 
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“I was going to give them a bit of a talk. For the new men. 
About some of the tricks the Jerry infantry get upto. We've picked 
up quite a bit since we’ve been here.” 

“Hm. Well, we can have that later, sergeant. Start them off with 
a spot of arms drill.” 

“Arms drill.” A slight pause. “Yes, sir.” 

Mr. Perkington watched the platonn march out. The sergeant 
s as a clumsy fellow, with a queer, uninspiring gait. The men carried 
their rifles slung, instead of at the slope, and they swung their arms 
carelessly, talking on the march. A few hundred yards along the 
waterfront they halted. They went through a little arms drill. 
The movements were ragged, and the sergeant made no sttempt tu 
correct them. They stood easy after a while, and the sergeant 
walked up and down in front of them telling them about their 
faults in a conversational tone. No snap, Mr. Perkington noted, no 
standing well bach in the proper manner and keeping, them wide 
awake, More arms drill followed, a little better this time, but again 
the sergeant showed no concern at the mistakes that were made. 
Captain Rumbold had come out of the billet and was watching, 
without comment. 'The sergeant gave an order quietly, and the 
men broke ranks and trooped across to the sea wall, where tbey 
made themselves comfortable and lit cigarettes. Phe captain gave 
no sign of interest. Evidently he was waiting to see how the new 
officer took his platoon in land. 

Mr. Perkington went across to Craddock. “Whiat’s up, sergeant?” 

“Giving them a breather, sir.” 

“Rather early, ist it? You didn’t come tn Sicily for a holiday, 
you know.” 

“I know, sir.” 

“Well, give them another minute and fall them in again. J'l 
take them myself. I don't know which was the sloppier, their 
‘slope’ or their ‘present’. Is there anything they do well?” 

“They don’t fight badly, sir.” 

“Good drill is the foundation of efficient soldiering, sergeant. 
We'll start off with the ‘slope’, counting the time, and we'll carry 
on till they’ve got it right. That'll do to begin with.” He was 
annoyed by the frown that flickered across the sergeant’s face. “I 
see I shall have to make a few changes here, sergeant.” 

“Yes, sir?” The sergeant was expressionless again. 
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“I’m not too satisfied with the turnout, either. You chaps are 
supposed to be soldiers. It’s my intention to see that you look like 
soldiers,” 

Craddock’s gaze wavered as Captain Rumbold approached. He 
checked himself and looked straight at Mr. Perkington again. 
‘Yes, sir.” 

“‘Perkington,” said the captain, as he came near, ‘‘I shall be in 
the company office. Look in and see me when you’ve finished, will 
you?” 

The men fell in again and Mr. Perkington began to drill them. 
He orrered them to slope arms, shouting the time, and a terrible 
muddle followed, with some men bawling and oihers mumbling 
and the rifles wavering in every dircction. 

“That'll do, lads,” said the sergeant quietly. 

“Fil sce to that, sergeant,” suid Mr. Perkington. ‘You go to the 
rear und check the movements.” å 

The next attempt was more orderly, and soon the platoon was 
drilling smartly. Mr. Perkington felt triumphant. He had been 
viguely uneasy after the captain’s intervention, but he felt that he 
could face Rumbold now. ‘“Take over, sergeant. And keep them 
up to the mark.” 

“Yes, sir.” 

He found Rumbold in the company office. The captain told him 
to be seated. “Well, what do you think of them?” 

“Oh, they’re all right, sir. How long have they been without a 
platoon officer?” 

“Thiee weeks.” 

‘I thought so. I'll soon have them in hand.” 

“You will?” 

“Oh, yes, sir.” 

Rumbold walked away to the window, and turned suddenly. 
“I suppose they gave you lectures when you were learning to be 
an officer—what do they cal] it?— Man Management?” 

“Yes, sir. I’ve still got my notes.” 

“I bet yon have. Get a hoid of em trom the start,ech? Show ’em 
who’s boss? That sort of thing?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

Rumbold said, as if to himself, in a tone of deep disgust, “Man 
Management! I don’t know!” 
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Perkington looked up at him in alarm. 

The captain swiped violently at a fly. He relaxed, and sat on the 
edge of the table. ‘“You married?” 

“Yes, sir,” answered Perkington, startled. 

“Good looker?” 

Perkington blushed and produced a photograph. 

“Hm. Lucky feller.” 

“Aren't you married, sir?” 

“Me? Tve been loving *em and leaving ‘em so long 1 can’t get 
out of the habit.” Rumbold grinned. “I suppose you’re one of 
these moral birds? True and faithtul, eh?” 

“Wel, I ..” 

“I know. Pity. There’s so much crumpet walking aicund here 
it’s a shame to sce it wasted. I’ve picked up a nice bit myself. 
Sweet fifteen, fresh and lovely. You can have her if you like. It’s 
about time T had a change.” 

“I...” Perkington was shocked and speechless. He feared that 
he would never understand this man, nor any of those others. “I 
don’t...” 

“All right, don’t swallow your tonsils. I was only trying to be 
matey. What’s mine is yours. That’s the way of it here. Listen,” 
the captain said earnestly, “you may live to a ripe old aye. I don’t 
know, it’s always possible. But if you do, you'll never meet a 
better mun than Sergeant Craddock. My advice to you for the 
next month is to feed ’em, clothe ’em, and leave the rest to Crad- 
dock. And don’t be afraid to treat him with respect. After that, f 
you're still in one piece—and if you are, you’ll probably have him 
to thank for it—hce’ll be only too glad to hand yuu the platoon on 
a plate.” 

Perkington’s blush deepened. “‘Yes sir. I understand.” 

“And don’t worry. He won’t rub it in. The men won't play you 
up while you’ve got Craddock. O.K.?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Right, you’d better get outside and have another look at them. 

“And, Perks?” 

The lieutenant turned in the doorway. 

“Sure you don’t want my baby doll?” 

Mr. Perkington fled. 
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Late in the afternoon two German fighter aircraft flew over the 
town. They were very high, hardly visible against the sun, and 
they crept here and there across the sky as if they did not know 
where they were going. Anti-aircraft fire pursued them and, at last, 
on the far outskirts of the town, they dropped a couple of small 
bombs. 

In the Via dei Martiri the sound of engines did not attract any 
attention at first. When the guns began to fire the people came to 
their doors, and there was a murmur of surprise and hesitation. The 
wavering drone continued to filter down from the sky; the paralysis 
of doubt was broken, and the people rushed to the air-raid shelter. 

Craddock, coming down the street without haste, saw Graziella 
hesitating on the pavement. People streamed past her, shrieking, 
and scrambled in the doorway of the shelter. She was staring after 
them and clutching her baby against her, but Craddock had told 
her to expect him at this time of the day and perhaps this was what 
kept her from following the mob. She looked about her, and the 
hunted expression on her face changed io one of relief as she saw 
him coming. 

As he came near she stretched out her hand to him and cried, 
“Quickly, ro the shelter!’ 

Craddock smiled, took her hand and Jed her into the house. She 
was trembling slightly. ‘They stood in tlhe room without speaking. 
Her head was averted, and she kept her body still, but he could 
guess from the desperate pressure of her hand at the panic inside 
her. He said, “No wine?” 

She released his hand, carried Fifo to the cot, went to the table 
and poured wine. Hler movements were careful, painfully con- 
trolled. She pushed the glass across the table a-.d smiled guiltily at 
him. The ornaments on the shelf danced to woe anti-aircraft fire. 
He let her see that he was laughing at her. Her face cleared, and she 
said in a little girls voice, “My stomach hurts from fright.” 

“Come here, and you will feel better.” 

She came and sat on his lap; he did silly things with her hair, and 
soon they were both laughing. She moved her lips against his 
cheek, kissing him softly. 

“Do you know,” he said, “‘you are changing? Now it is you 
who are making Jove to me. It is the first time.” 

“I am a lost woman. I am in love.” 

Toy 


“I too. With your wine. Give me some more.” 

She leaned across the table and poured wine. ‘‘Only with my 
wine? Nor with mc?” 

“All right, with you, too.” 

“Always?” 

“Always.” 

“You will stay with me?” 

“1 will stay with you.” 

“You will not stay. You will go away.” 

“Yes, I will go away.” 

“Why did you say that you would stay?” 

“Why did you ask? There is a war.” 

“And that you love, is that true?” 

“You ask tom many questions, dear one. Questions are not 
good.” 

“But is it the truth?” 

“In war, nothing is the truth but war.” 

“War! War! You are here and the war is far away!” 

“The war is over our heads. Listen to it. Yesterday, we dis- 
covered the wir in a heap of rubbish. You know, I and my com- 
rades did not come to Sicily for a holiday.” 

Two bombs exploded in the distance. Graziella looked in agony 
at the cot. “For the baby, we should have gone to the shelter.” 

“Ie is nothing. tis finished now. They will go. There!” The 
gunfire had stopped and the sound of the aircraft was fading away. 
“You hear? 

“Since yesterday,” Graziella said, t1 have hated the war so much. 
If only we could try to forget it!” 

“Since yesterday I have known that I must not forget it.” 

“A man speaks, and a woman speaks,” she said bitterly. ‘See 
the difference? But 1 beg you to tell me, is it the truth that you 
love me?” 

“Ilove you. That is the truth.” She was holding him in a hard, 
quivering embrace. He was embarrassed. Now she was as he had 
wanted her to be, yet he could no longer feel as he had hoped to 
feel. ‘They say that in wine there is truth, too. Let us find out.” 

She kissed him. ‘‘This is the last glass for you. You are begin- 
ning to drink too much.” She looked into his face anxiously. 
“You are tired. Have J made you tired?” 
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_ “So.” He went across to the cot; his limbs were heavy. “At 
least I am a little tired.” He hoisted the baby out on to the floor.» 
“There, Fifo, walk; come, walk to me.” The baby staggered for- 
ward for a couple of paces and collapsed into his arms. “‘You see, 
Graziella, he walks. Again, Fifo; come, come, again!” He made 
encouraging noises and caught the baby a second time, “His legs 
are growing stronger. It is the milk.” 

The baby was uttering pleased, explosive sounds between his 
lips. “Pi-pi-pa! Pi-pa!” 

“What is he saying? Pippo, or pappa?” 

Graziella laughed. “‘Perhaps both. Here, let me take him. You 
are so tired. ís there much work, with the soldiers?” 

‘Yes, there is much to do again.” He lay down on the bed and 
sighed with contentment. “Ah, that is better!” He muttered, 
“‘There is a new officer, he makes me sick.” 

“He is harsh?” 

“Harsh?” Craddock laughed. ‘‘No, he is a boy. I could eat him. 
But he is foolish, and he makes things more difficult. We have 
many new men. There is not much time to teach them to fight, 
and he is wasting it.” 

Graziella muttered something, bending low over the child, and 
Craddock asked, ‘‘What is that?” 

“Nothing.” A little later she said, “You know that one of those 
children is dead?” 

“Yes. The other two will live. We telephoned to the hospital, 
today.” 

She spat on a cloth and wiped Fifo’s face. 

“Put water in a bowl,” said Craddock from the bed, “Cand wash 
him properly. You have no lack of soap now.” 

‘You sleep, and leave a mother to her own business.” She wiped 
Fifo’s face so vigorously that he began to cry. She soothed the child, 
and the room was quiet. “‘Pippo,” she said softly, “are you asleep?” 

“No,” he mumbled. 

“I would like to have a little money from you.” 

He sat up. “Now you are talking like a rea) wife.” Until now 
she had refused to take money from him, except to buy a bottle of 
wine or some food for their meals together. 

“Stupid, it is not for me. In the street, we are making a little 
collection.” 
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“For the children in hospital?” 

“No, for Lucrezia, the mother of the dead boy. She must take 
her child from the hospital, and she must bury him. To bury the 
child like a Christian costs money. Otherwise they will throw 
the body away like a dead cat. That is how it is in this town today, 
there are so many dying. And Lucrezia weeps, for she has not even 
the money to burn one poor little candle in the church for her dead 
child, let alone to bury him.” 

“Why do you not also collect for the other two children? They 
will need more food if they are to live and get well. That is more 
important than a funeral.” 

“You do not understand. Her misery is the greatest. We cannot 
collect for all. We have little money. Each family will give a 
few lire, and even that will cause them hardship. After we shall try 
to help the others, but first we must give comfort to Lucrezia.” 

Craddock reached for his wallet. He counted out some notes, 
then hesitated. “Listen. I shall not give you money now. This 
evening, in the barracks, I shall tell the soldiers, and they will give 
money. From them there will be much more money than from all 
the people in the street, enough for Lucrezia, and enough for the 
children in hospital.” 

“They will not be angry, to have to give money to us?” 

“They will not have to give. They will give freely. They will 
want to give.” 

“I have not known such soldiers before,” she said. ““They will 
be blessed.” 

“That will be useful,” said Craddock with a touch of mockery. 
“They will need your blessings one fine day.” 

He did not know what impulse of cruelty had made him answer 
thus, and he waited for her reply. She did not speak. He lay back 
on the pillow, unable to face her sombre, steadfast gaze. There 
were points of light in her shadowed eyes that might have been 
pain or pity. ‘“Sleep now,” she said gently. “‘Sleep.” 


Wally Fooks was in a bar on the waterfront when the Messer- 
schmitts flew over the town. He heard the thin, uneven engine 
beat, drained his glass of vermouth and said to two sappers who 
were sitting at another table, ‘I'll lay yer a quid that’s Jerry, tosh.” 

“Ah,” said one of the sappers thoughtfully, ‘‘it’s ’im all right.” 
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“He wants to get shagged,” said the other soldier, “muckin’ up 
a nice quiet gaff like this, Here!” He waved to the barman. “‘An- 
other vermutty, capeesh?” 

Anti-aircraft shells coughed in the sky and the civilians in the 
bar realized for the first time what was happening. A couple 
vanished into the street; the rest crowded in the doorwayin a state of 
agitation. There was an increasing clatter of footsteps in the street. 

The ripping, thudding sound of gunfire was continuous. The 
din of footsteps on the pavements grew. Shouts echoed between 
the tall buildings. One of the men in the doorway shouted, “4l 
ricovero?!” and bolted. The barman rushed to the door, looked 
apprehensively at the soldiers, took a few hesitant paces back to- 
wards the counter and halted in indecision. 

A battery on the docks opened fire with an ear-splitting series of 
detonations. The whole room rocked. There was another scream 
of “Al ricovero!” and everyone but the barman and the soldiess 
poured out into the street and joined in the stampede. 

“They say them shells cost fifty quid each,” mused one of the 
sappers. 

“Whiat’s this ricovero lark they’re shoutin’ about?” asked Fooks. 

“‘Al ricovero—‘to the shelter’,”’ the sapper explained. ‘‘Listen to 
’em!” The frantic voices of men and women could be heard amid 
the uproar in the street, “Al ricovero!” “AL ricovero?” 

“—— a duck!” exclaimed Wally Fooks. ‘“What we waiting for?” 

He jumped to his feet and shouted, “Al ricovero? Al ricovero!” 

“Or bleed’n’ windy all of a sudden,” «aid one of the sappers in 
disgust. 

“Oo’s windy?” shouted Fooks. “Al ricovero! Al ricovero?” He 
seized the bewildered barman by rhe arm and l.ustled him towards 
the door. The barman, more out of confusion than courage, 
resisted. “Al ricovero!” Fooks put his mouth to the barman’s ear 
and bellowed, “Bang! Bang!” He forced the trembling Italian out 
through the doorway. “‘Come on, mate, quick! Bang! Bang! 4/ 
ricovero!” 

Fooks and the barman rushed away along the street. Fooks 
stopped, and watched his companion, caught up in the panic, borne 
away in the streaming, heaving, human surge. He pushed his way 
back to the bar. ‘‘A/ ricovero/’’ he roared from the doorway. “OPF 
rags and lumber! Apples a pahnd pears! Star, News an’ Standard!” 
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He urged the mob on with herojo gestetres.’ “Come on, the Spurs! 
Chamberlain Must Go! 41 ricovere?™ 

He crossed to the bar counter, selected a bottle of vermouth, 
and filled three glasses. ‘“The ol’ ’elpin’ “and,” he explained. ““One 
good deed every day. They learn you that in the Boy Scouts.” 
He leaned over the cash register and pressed keys. A bell rang and 
the drawer flew open. ‘‘Jus’ like the ol’ pin table, eli?” He held 
up a handful of lire notes. “The ol’ ’elpin’ ’and. Sce what I mean? 
The Lord Will Reward.” He counted the notes. ‘‘Three thousand, 
one ’undred, two ’undred—four ‘undred an’ sixty. Talk about a 
one-’orse joint! Never mind!” He found a bottle of brandy and 
presented it ceremoniously to the sappers. ‘Compliments of 
Littlewoods’ Pools. You don’t deserve it, you dozy sods. Proper 
bloody sappers, no initiative. I’m orf now. Ta-ta.” He paused 
on his way out. “If I was you blokes, I’d skedaddle before the ol’ 
geezer comes back. God looks after the righteous, but "e's pat no 
time for mugs.” 

There was a crowd of soldiers in the courtyard when Wally 
Fooks arrived back at the billet. Sergeant Craddock was talking. 
“What’s up?” Fooks asked a man on the fringe of the group. 

“Bloody collection for that Eyetie kid thar died,” the man ex- 
plained. “Weve got about twenty-six hundred lire. The sergeant’s 
trying to get it up to a round three thousand.” 

The sergeant, who had noticed him, called, “How about it, 
Fooksy? You haven’t given anything yet.” 

Fooks fumbled with the notes in his pocket. His vainglory took 
hold of him, and he passed up four five-hundred-lire notes. ‘Joe 
'unt,” he mourned, ‘‘that’s me. Softest ‘eart in Shadwell. Always 
good for a touch.” 

“Two thousand!” the sergeant exclaimed. “You been gambling 
again?” 

“Qarn!” said Fooks. ‘‘Chicken-feed. Don't you know me? 
You wanna look me up in Oo’s Oo. Baron Fooks of Mile End, the 
millionaire docker, Made "is fortune out ©’ Navigation Wharf an’ 
the Stepney Labour Exchange. Noted philumfrerpist. Family 
motta, ‘Spit in yer beer an’ no one’l] drink it.’ "Obbies, polo, solu 
an’ crumpet. Anyway,” he added, as much to console himself as to 
impress his comrades, ‘“‘there’s plenty more whiere that come from. 
It’s all done by mirrors.” 
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CHAPTER THIRTEEN 


THERE were many funerals to be seen in the town in these days, 
little groups uf red-eyed men and women straggling through the 
streets carrying coffins that were as crude as packing-cases; few 
of the processions were as long as that which formed up in the Via 
dei Martiri to accompany Rico, the dead boy, to his grave. Some of 
the soldiers were there, and all of the civilians except for Francesca 
and her man, who held themselves unaccountably aloof and who 
watched from their doorstep without heeding the hostile glances and 
comments that were flung in their direction. 

The mumbling of the crowd had the tone and rhythm of a 
chanted chorus. From out cf it there rosc a cry from the mother, 
a cat’s wail that faded away into breathless little screums. An old 
man tock up the shafts of the he use-—a little handburrow with a 
canopy supported by spital columns, painted and ornate as"a 
hukey-pokey cart—aud bezun to trudge along in the roadway like 
a tired horse. In front of the hearse a nun led a troup of little 
children. Some of them were proud, some looked mischievous, 
some self-consaious, oome unnaturally solumn, but although they 
told their beads aid chanted ave marias like multiplication tables, it 
was Clear that all of them had given up trving to understand what 
connection then vanished friend Rico had with the little box on 
the hearse. Behind the hearse two women supported the mother, 
who panted noisy as she dragged her tect over the cobblestones, 
The neighbours shuffled behind, a bobbing procession of black in 
the sunlight. ‘Thevit heads were bowed and they frowned fiercely 
as if each was pondering on the problem of mortality, but the 
reverent murmuring and the funereal pace cculd not conceal the 
pride, even the shimeful pleasure that the occasion gave them. 
With sorrow there arc no half measures. Real grief cannot be put 
on like a garment. Those who are not felled by it ue passed by. 
The people wore the clothes appropriate to the event, they com- 
posed their faces into the expressions proper to the event, and they 
commanded themselves inwardly to feel as they 9 ‘ht; but all three 
actions made them equally uncomfortable. Tu them this was a 
day apart from the lifelong succession of dreary, ordinary days. It 
was a day of ceremony ; and thcy loved, they needed ceremony; 
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throughout their lives they looked forward to it; it was a fire to 
light their darkness. It was a day of importance when they, the 
humble, the disregarded, trod the streets in solemn procession while 
the well-dressed people on the pavements looked at them with 
dread and respect. It was a day when they walked, without anxiety, 
in the sun. Their hearts were heavy for the mother; she still bore 
the burden of life which they all knew, and for her the burden had 
become even heavier; but, when they had overcome the first 
impulse of terror for themselves with which the death had struck 
them, they forgot the child. Among these people death was the 
least of misfortunes. 


Paloma and Tina di Spirito were walking together. They talked 
in sidelong whispers. 

“I do not know how you can walk so far in those high heels,” 
said Tina. 

“It is easy when one carries the body gracefully.” 

“I have never worn such shoes, I would fall over if I tried to wear 
them. Perhaps one day you will let me try them on, just for a little 
while.” 

“You would not be able to wear these shoes.” 

“Why not? Iam not fat like you.” 

“I know you are not fat, shrivelled one. Nor am I fat, but strong- 
bodied. You are smaller than me, but your feet are bigger. My 
legs are not thin, to disgust men, but my feet are small and beauti- 
ful. Many people have seen them and can tell you.” 

‘Many men!” 

“I am not ashamed that men admire me.” 

“It is not because of your feet that they give you shoes!” 

“Your eyes are too big, Tina, and also your tongue!” 

“I would not wear, at the funeral of an innocent child, shoes and 
a dress that I had bought with my body!” 

“Ha! You have nothing to sell!’ 

“No? Let me tell you that many soldiers have come to my door, 
but I have never opened it to them. I have my virtue, and I do not 
sell it.” 

“I sell nothing. I ask nothing of men but pleasure. I cannot help 
it if they bring me gifts to show their love. 1 live as you others fear 
to live!” 
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“You ought tø live in a house!” 

“Do not call me a whore” 

“The truth hurts?” 

“Malignant one!” 

“Stinking one!” 

There were indignant whispers from behind them. They 
lowered their heads and held handkerchiefs to their eyes, two 
mourners walking in silence and sorrow. 


The mother’s head hung as if her neck had been broken, and 
although her feet, beneath her long black skirts, crept in agony over 
the cobbles, her body was a dead weight on the arms of her com- 
panions. 

“He was so good,” she moaned, ‘so gentle, so young. His smile 
was as fresh as the dawn over the sea and his laugh was as swcet and 
as delicate as the little goat-bells. His heart was full of love for his 
mother. Always he wanted te help. He was without sin, a saint, 
an angel.” 

Her head lolled back and she raised her swollen eyelids like a 
blind woman whom the sun’s glare could not hurt. “‘For whose 
sins was he taken? For whose sins do I suffer? For whose sins did 
the storm arise and drown my husband in the sea? What have I 
done that all my children should die? Lord, why did you strike 
them down with fever, with hunger and with war? 

“He was my last born, my last hope. Who will care for me when 
I am sick? To whose house shall I creep when I am old and 
helpless? Why has God left me alone in this evil world? 

‘Who sins, and who is punished? All my life I have been a pious 
woman, and my children were good childrer. I see the wicked 
flourish, I sce them gather riches, I see them drive the poor from 
their path, I see them take the good food from the mouths of our 
children; but I see them flourish, I see them laugh, I see their 
children dance and sing. The innocent are punished for their inno- 
cence. The suffering are punished for their suffering. From we who 
have little, all is taken away.” 

She uttered a long, trembling cry, and raised herself on the arms 
of her companions. ‘‘The Lord is good! The Lord has taken them 
from this dolorous life! May the Lord in His mercy take me, 
too!” 


109 


, Het body sagged again, and her neighbours dragied her along, 
behind the hearse, as if to her own grave. 


Nella whispered, ‘* That Francesca! Did you see her?” 

“Be quiet!” muttered Graziella. 

“But did you see her?” 

“Do not look so sprightly. Walk more slowly. This is a funeral, 
nota wedding.” 

“You walk like a bride yourself. All the time you walk like a 
bride, not only today. You are happy, aren’t you?” 

“This is not the time to talk of such things. Be quiet!” 

“She did not even come across the road. She is afraid even to 
stir out of the house with that man of hers. That man, I am sure he 
is a thief, or a murderer. He is afraid of people. Honest men are 
not afraid of people.” 

“She has good reason.” 

“Why p” 

“I tell you, she has good reason. I have spoken with her. Now 
be quiet!” 

“But why? What has she told you?” 

“Walk with respect. Everyone is looking at you.” 

“Tell me.” 

Graziella frowned and walked on in silence. 

“Now you have secrets. Before, we did not keep secrets from 
each other. All right, you are not the only one who can have sec- 
rets.” She said, self-consciously, in English, “Mum’s the word, 
gel.” 

“What is that?” 

“That is English. You are not the only one who learns English 
words.” 

‘Where are you learning these words?” 

4, That is my business. I know more words.” 

“I have told you to keep away from the soldiers. If I find that 
you are going with the soldiers...” the anxiety faded from 
Graziella’s voice, and she smiled. “It is that boy, isn’t it, that 
Tiger?” 

“‘That one!” Nella laughed, a harsh, woman’s laugh. “He is 
enamoured of me, I know that. He trots about after me, and he 
looks at me like a sick dog. But that one is not for a woman. He 
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put his hand of ty breast once, and he ran away as*tf I had burned ; 
hirn.” " 

“Listen to the woman talking! Well, play with your Tiger. With ` 
him you will come to no harm. Pippo watches him.” 

“Pippo had better watch well, then.” 

“Watch yourself, child. For the love of God, be careful, and 
think of the future.” 

“What future?” 

“Your future. How will you ever find a husband if you are not a 
good girl?” 

“Why do you not think of your own future?” 

“Of that I dare fot think. I do not know what will become of 
me. What is already done is done. God will deal with me, and I 
am cohtent to leave it to Him, without thinking any more. It is not 
kind of you to remind me. But with a girl who has not yet begun 
to suffer, it is different. I see girls every day who have been foglish 
with soldiers, and there are many others, many, many, who 
have to lead that life for bread. Poor things, it is not their faule; 
they are driven to live thus by the hunger of their families. While the 
English are here it is not so bad for them; but what will happen to 
them when our men come back? No man will take one of them 
for a wife. They will have to lead bad lives till they die.” 

“Their lives will be no worse than those of other women. I do 
not intend to live like them, and I do not intend to marry here and 
be a slave for the rest of my life. 1 shall go to England.” 

“Hal Shall I laugh or weep for you?” 

‘You can laugh if it pleases you. What you do not know, you 
do not know! I am young and beautiful, and I shall marry an 
Englishman and go away from here, and live a free and wonderful 
life, with a big house, and money, and a motor car, and dancing.” 

“Dear child, how you dream! In your house, when your mother 
talks to you, you dream. In bed, you dream. Every night you. git 
ona bench at the cinema and dream. You walk in the streets dream- 
ing. Well, if that is your dream, enjoy it. Every woman has her 
dreams to sustain her. I would not rob you of yours. But keep 
your dreams in their place or they will break-your heart.” 

Nella walked on in silence, letting her dreams take possession of 
her. She knew them for fantasies. He had offered her no promises 
or encouragement. He used her briefly and cruelly, and sent her 
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away from hit each time as if he were dismissing one of his own 
soldiers. Each time she would get out of the truck; he would grin 
at her, say curtly, ““Same time, same place, tomorrow,” and would 
drive off without any farewell gesture; and she would stand looking 
after him, her hands clasped behind her back, her feet crossed 
childishly, her head inclined and her eyes alight with secret thoughts. 
She forbade herself to recognize the truth. He was so big and hand- 
some, he had chosen her out of all the women in this city, she did 
so much to please him, he was a man from those magic lands which 
a hundred films had revealed to her. She saw the future as if on a 
flickering screen in the smoke-filled darkness of a cinema; he was 
struggling with himself, that was why he was so brusque—-it was 
an old story—and on the eve of parting he would surrender to his 
love, he would come to her and confess, he would carry her away. 
Triumph uplifted her. She acted inwardly the scene when she 
received his homage. She could no longer see the hearse behind 
which she walked, nor feel the cobbles beneath her feet. 


Rosario nudged Craddock. ‘‘You believe in this nonsense?” 

“No. I have buried too many friends without all this.” 

“Then why did you encourage it? It was you and your soldiers 
who paid for the funeral, it was your men who paid to have candles 
burned in every church in the town, even in the cathedral, and to 
have masses sung everywhere. Such a funeral is for a prince, not 
for a brat from the docks. It was very good of your men. But why 
did you trouble yourselves?” 

“One does these things for the living. There is the mother. And 
there are the two children in hospital. Most of the money we col- 
lected we are using to send them toys and food, to help them get 
well. We even bought Aldo a puppy and persuaded the people at 
the hospital to let it stay there with him. He will make friends with 
it, and it will not be so bad for him when he realizes that Vittorio is 
dead.” 

“I admire you. Yet I think it is a waste of time. Everything 
you do, including your war, is a waste of time.” 

“I do not think so. Fascism is the strongest support of an evil 
system....” 

“Do not lecture me about systems. I know all about them. Old 
Buonocorso used to be an expert on the subject.” 
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- . « asystem that denies the world to the people who live in it. 
When we have destroyed Fascism, men will be more free to creaté 
the world as they wish it to be.” 

“You have a touching faith in their ability to understand what 
they wish it to be. You believe in man. Others believe in God. 
I cannot believe in either, for 1 am cursed with the capacity to 
think.” 

“I believe as I do because I think. I can prove to you... 

“Please do not try. You will not convince me, and I have no 
desire to create doubt in you. It would make your life very un- 
pleasant.” 

“Speak freely; I am not frightened to listen.” 

“No. On my side, too, it would be a waste of breath. When one 
is upheld by faith, no reasoning can weaken it, nor even experience. 
The more your experiences belie your faith, the greater your need 
for that faith becomes, and the more you cling to it. Every blgw 
only serves to strengthen it. The tragedy is that experience stores 
up within you, and one day, when some crisis forces you to think, 
everything is revealed to you ina terrible flash. Faith crumbles, and 
you are left adrift.” 

“How do you know?” 

“I had a faith once. I was a Fascist. You are angry?” 

“No.” 

“Do not worry. Iam not a problem for the authorities. It was a 
long time ago. I was not unhappy then. Life made a clear picture. 
There was the feeling of strength when the bands played in the 
packed stadium, there was the illusion of grandeur when the great 
shout went up in thesquare, there was the pride of having something 
to serve and the joy of having something to hate. There was the 
illusion that one could compel respect.” 

“I do not think that a defeat could change me so easily.” 

“It was not defeat, it was what defeat revealed. Everything that 
should have seemed tragic seemed only ridiculous. I despised my- 
self when I saw the shabbiness of the things which had dazzled me. 
If I believe in nothing, it is because I have seen everything. I have 
not even...” he could not avoid seeing Graziella walking in front, 
and his glance lingered like kisses on her smooth calves, hesitated, 
cheated, at the hem of her skirt, and moved on to discern the sway 
of buttocks and shoulders beneath her black dress. His entrails 
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hurt. “I have not even the energy to hate.” He drew a long breath. 
The road was steep. ‘“‘Nevertheless you are an intelligent man. It 
pleases me to speak with you.” 

“Me, too. I do not often have a chance to talk about these things, 
It is one of the things I miss.” 

“Yes. Do you know, une of my greatest pleasures used to be te 
talk, every evening, with the men im the street, and with my friends 
at the café? 1 had many friends. It is very lonely now, living among 
a crowd of empty women. One cannot talk with women. That is 
why I value your friendship so much. You do not mind if I con- 
sider myself your friend?” 

“No, it pleases me very much. I cannot sce the priest in this 
procession. Where is he?” 

“He will be waiting for us at the cemetery. He has many burials 
to perform.” 

“Do you enjoy football? We are going to Acireale on Saturday 
to play against another battalion. I am in the team. We are going in 
Jorries, and you will be welcome if you wish to come.” 

Among all the black shapes sway ing in front uf him he tried not 
to see Graziclla’s. ‘‘I shall be proud to come.” 


All the whispers mingled and the mother heard them, a devout 
undertone that surrounded her and comforted het. 

She was emptied of her grief, weak and dizzy, as if after vomiting. 
Her mind was numbed and freed of the weight of affliction. She 
consoled herself that her child was at peace. “‘May the angels lead 
thee into Paradise,” the priest was chanting. 

On each side of the narrow flight of steps that Jed up into the 
cemetery vaults lay open, their thick stone wall. torn apart by 
bombardment. In some of them lay heaped uncoflined bodies, the 
cadavers of the poor cast here lihe refuse, shrunken by hunger, 
mangled by wounds, or bloated with decay, made loathsome by 
the heat and the flies. The stench was horrible. Behind, a soldier 
lurched out of the procession and stumbled down the steps to the 
gate, retching loudly, his eyes streaming, a handkerchief clasped 
against his nose. The pallbearers did not notice the smell as they 
grunted up the steps, their faces red and dazzling with sweat. The 
children did not notice it, watching the priest with big eyes. The 
priest did not notice, chanting mindlessly the too-familiar prayers. 
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The mother did net notice, walking up the steps with the light tread 
of the dazed. 

Soon the black pit would yawn before her. She would gather all 
her strength for a last performance. She would rave, shriek, tear 
her clothes, struggle to cast herself down into the grave. She would 
move all the women to a wailing chorus and the men to a mumble 
of pitying admiration. But now she was uplifted by her visions. 
She could see the hundreds of candles in the dim churches, tall and 
slim in their white purity. The soft radiance of their flames shim- 
mered in her eyes like tears. She could see the priests, all those 
priests in all those churches, bowing before their altars and plying 
the saints with prayers on her behalf. She could hear the intona- 
tions of their recqjuiems. It was all for her child. It was glory. The 
angels were bearing him up to Paradise like a little prince. They 
were lifting him up; thcir robes shone white against the sunlit 
vastness of the he. wens; their wings beat with slow, soft power as 
they went upwards, infinitely upwards. 

It was she who was being raised up, she from whose womb had 
come this glory, she of whom all would speak. She walked lightly; 
her head was proud; there was a blind radiance in her eyes. Not at 
her marriage had she walked like this. No bride could ever walk 
like this. She was ascending the steps of heaven. 


CHAPTER FOURTEEN 


CORPORAL HONEYCOMBE fastened lus belt, gave the gleaming brass 
buckle a last wipe with his cuff, and said, “Well, I'm ready when 
you are.” 

“I just want to finish these letriers,” said Craddock. *‘“There’s no 
hurry.” 

“Getting a proper family man, aren’t you, inviting your friends 
for supper?” 

“You won’t get no supper. I told her to get some nuts and wine 
in, that’s all, We'll have a bit of a chinwag, and play the gramo- 
phone. It ought to make a nice evening.’ 

“Ah, it makes a change, in this sort of life, doesn’t it? You're a 
lucky bloke, Joe, getting your feet under the table like that.” 

Craddock went on writing. ‘Oh, I don’t know.” 
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“Be funny if they forgot about us, wouldn’t it, and left us- here 
for the duration? I’ve heard of things like that.” 

“You've heard wrong, mate. They don’t forget. Do you really 
want them to?” 

“Well, it's a cushy enough billet, isn’t it? It ought to suit you, 
anyhow, the way you’re fixed up.” 

“It suits me all right. I can’t help thinking sometimes, though, 
it’s not the life, Not for us.” 

Honeycombe brooded. “You get fed up with everything, I 
reckon.” 

“Hand us over that box,” said Craddock. ‘‘It’s some almonds for 
the missus, and a doll for the kid. Just these last couple of days I’ve 
been feeling it. I can’t keep my mind off it. Those poor kids. It’s 
as if the old war had suddenly popped up out of that rubbish heap, 
right in the middle of us, and said, ‘Hi! Remember me! Thought 
you’d forget me, eh? Well, here I am, and I’ve heen here all the 
time, see!’ ” 

“You don’t half get some queer ideas.” 

“Me? You look at the blokes on parade in the morning. There’s 
not one of em wouldn’t swear blind, if you asked him, that he was 
willing to stay here till doomsday, yet you can see the difference 
already. These last few days, they're taking an interest in the 
training again. They don’t know it, but something's given 'em a 
shot in the arm. They’re restless. And I know why. It’s a laugh, 
though, old Perkington thinks he’s the one that’s done it. “They’re 
looking brighter, sergeant,’ he says, “definitely brighter.’ Oh, well, 
if it makes him happy!” 

Honeycombe asked, ‘‘Everything all right at home?” 

“Yes, the baby’s fine. She’s having a photo taken. I'll be getting 
one soon. Kid’s trying to walk already. She’s very playful, too, she 
likes banging saucers on the floor. She’s broke four of the willow- 
pattern set my in-laws bought us when we were married. Writes a 
nice letter, my missus. I didn’t hear from her for weeks, then a 
whole heap of ’em came, all at once.” He laid his hand fondly on 
the pile of letters. He knew what an effort it was for his wife to 
write a long letter. These letters were cheerful, full of news, affec- 
tionate. She must be missing him more than he had thought 
possible. She was trying, in her own way, to tell him for the first 
time what he meant to her, and to fortify him against ordeals which 
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‘she could only dimly comprehend. At the sight of the-envelopes he 
had felt a stab of resentment; it was a fresh blow from the outside 
world at the sealed, timeless life he was leading. Bur the letters 
touched his heart and aroused a sense of guilt. He tried to remem- 
ber home. After all, he told himself, it ought not to be so hard. It 
was only—how long was it?——-Good Lord, it was only four months 
since they had sailed. It had been easy to remember home on the 
warm decks on the troopship. Home in those days had been some- 
thing of which to talk and sing sentimentally. It had been easy to 
remember home in the first days ashore, on the white, wandering 
roads, passing through the deserted ruins of towns, lying among the 
olive trees in the green hills. Every letter had brought a beautiful 
pang. Where had it all died? On the plains, yes, on the parched, 
wide plains where so many men had died. The heat had killed it; 
the stink had killed it; the noise had killed it; the endlessness of the 
whole thing, the twitching, fear-burdened, obsessed endlessness, the 
days when men were afraid to move from their oven holes and 
the nights when the sky had been lit with great jagged flashes and 
flares had winked like traffic lights in the darkness. Home—he tried, 
clenching his fists, to remember. Yes, there was something there, 
at the back of his consciousness, as disturbing and elusive as a recur- 
rent dream. He fought to recall it, so that he might answer her 
kindness with kindness and send her, with the gifts, a letter as sin- 
cere as her own. He said, “‘She sent me a poem. She cut it out ofa 
newspaper.” 
“Show us.’ 
Craddock read it, not mocking 1t, but gently: 


The room is quiet, your empty + hair 
Reminds me of my hearts desire. 
I sit for lonely hours and stare 


Into the dream world of the fire. 


But then I put my thoughts away 
And set to work with might and main, 
To help bring near that radiant day 
When you, my lave, come home again. 


-They were both silent for a little while. 
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“You gota good wife there,” said Honeycombe. 

“I know” 

“Here,” said Honeycombe, breaking the silence again, “give me 
that parcel. PIl wrap it up while you finish your letter.” 


Graziella had drawn the table þack to the rear wall of her room, 
and the tiled floor, cleared for dancing, was freshly scrubbed. She 
had covered the bed with a gaily patterned counterpane, and a 
curtain had been hung across the window recess to make a little 
scullery. Paloma beamed at the men as they came in. “I am invited, 
too,” she said. “Now the corporal will have someone to dance 
with.” 

“Where is the baby?” Craddock asked. 

“I took him to my aunt’s,” Graziella said. ‘I do not want him to 
be kept awake all the evening. Nella will look after him there.” 
She ran to pull a chair out for Craddock, and when he put a cigar- 
ette between his lips she hastened to light a match for him. 

“We have guests,” Craddock said. “‘Look after them. I am nota 
baby.” 

“Let them look after themselves. A woman’s first duty is to her 
husband.” 

She would never let him do a thing for himself. She washed his 
clothes, helped him on with his jacket when he was dressing, cleaned 
his boots for him; she had even wanted to scrub his webbing 
equipment and polish the brass, so that he might be the smartest- 
looking soldier in the street, but his pride had revolted at this. She 
had been brought up to believe that it was the duty of a wife to wait 
on her man in this way, and she would not listen to his protests. In 
the last day or two she had redoubled her attentions. Craddock 
suspected that she sensed a change in him and was trying the harder 
to bind him to her. He was grateful, but uncomfortable. The more 
she tried to please him, the more aware he became of an intangible 
barrier berween them. That was one of the reasons why he had 
arranged this party. 

“I thought your eyes would still be red,” he said, “‘you wept so 
much last night.” 

“Why?” asked Paloma. ‘“‘Did you beat her?” 

“No, we went to the cinema. It was a sad film, Wuthering 
Heights ,..” 
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“An English film,” interrupted Graziella, “but they spoke in 
Italian. And he has never beaten me.” 

“My husband never used to beat me,” said Paloma. *‘Few wives 
can say that, But then, there are few wives like me.” She laid 
Honeycombe’s hand on her biceps, flexed her arm, and winked. 
“If you beat her,” she said to Craddock, “she will love you 
more.” 

“I will try to remember that. I have never heard women weep- 
ing like last night at the cinema. It was worse than Rico’s funeral. 
Sometimes I could not hear the words of the actors, all the women 
in the hall were wailing so loudly.” 

“There were few who wept like me,” said Graziella proudly. 
“Ah, that poor girl! How she suffered! It made me so sad. 1 have 
been sad for her al] day.” 

Honeycombe was sitting uncomfortably forward on his chair, 
showing by his look of strained attention that he could not unger- 
stand a word. 

“Wine?” Graziella asked him. She i:nitated the raising of a glass 
to her lips. 

His expression brightened. “‘#mo,” he said, “I know that word. 
“Wino...” he struggled tu summon up more words. ‘Molto 
buono, eh?” 

“Haf” Paloma thumped him on the back. ‘You are learning. 
You know amore?” 

“Sure. Amore buona, too.” 

““Give him his wine! He knowe ‘Il that he needs to know!” 

They drank, and danced to the music of the gramophone. Pa- 
loma had brought a song sheet and they crowded round to sing 
together. Graziella went behind the curtain and returned with a 
dish of torrone. “Do nor eat too much,” she warned them, a» they 
took the lumps of sticky almond toffee. 

Craddock said, “Why not?” 

“Wait and see. We have a surprise.” 

“Now,” she said a little later. “You two men go to the door and 
look at the street for a little. Do not look round till I tell you.” 

Craddock and Honeycombe stood in the doorway. From be- 
hind them came the scufling of the women’s feet, whispering and 
giggling and the clatter of plates. 

“Now!” Graziella commanded, and they turned round. The 
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table was covered with dishes, and the two women were stilf 
hurrying backward and forward with more plates of food. 

Craddock stared at the display. ‘‘Where did all this come from?” 

“All food comes from God.” 

_ “Unfortunately we still have to pay the middleman. Where did 
it come from? I only gave you enough money . 
“To talk of money now is not poite: We fave guests. Remem- 
ber? Look after them.” 

Paloma and Honeycombe were already at the table and Crad- 
dock took his place, frowning. They began with çrispelli, oily 
fritters stuffed with cream cheese or lumps of half-cooked fish. The 
men did not like them but forced themselves to finish one each. The 
women ate enormously, tearing at the fritters with their fingers and 
stuffing great lumps into their mouths. Then Graziella set before 
them plates heaped with spaghetti. ‘‘Here,” protested Honey- 
combe. ‘Tell her that’s too much for me!” 

“Are you men or babies?” jeered Paloma. 

“Perhaps they have worms,” suggested Graziella. 

The women attacked their food with the boundless appetite of 
those who know hunger. Graziella wus bending low over her plate, 
grinning up at Craddock like a greedy child. Her chin was smeared 
with tomato sauce. He could not get used to some of her habits: 
the way she ate, the physical franknesses in which she indulged in his 
presence, her bawling at his side at the cinema, her lack of concern 
when the baby was dirty. When he tricd to discuss these things 
with her she would look at him with big eyes of incomprehension, 
or would make a scornful reply, or dismiss his suggestion with a 
shrill, hostile laugh. He felt able to look at her critically now. 

After the pasta came big plates of soup with eggs beaten up in it. 
Craddock finished his soup and said, ‘‘Well, that’s the biggest meal 
I’ve had for a long time.” 

Honeycombe groaned. “Don’t talk too soon. Look what's 
coming up now. Oh, my guts. Where do those women put it all?” 

The men eyed in misery the hard-boiled eggs rolled in strips of 
meat which Graziella placed before them, and the mounds of fried 
potatoes with which she heaped their plates. ‘“There,” she said 
contentedly. “‘Eat and be happy.” 

They ate what they could, and leaned back in their chairs, gasp- 
ing and heavy with food. The women laughed and chattered, and 
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rounded off their meal with plates of fried sprats, which they ate 
with their fingers. 

“I reckon,” said Honeycombe as he lit a cigarette, “‘I reckon we 
ought to get mentioned in dispatches after that, Joe. It was a 
smashing dinner, but I’d sooner take on a tank with a tommy-gun 
than face another lot like that.” 

“Oh, I don’t know,” said Craddock. “‘It makes a smoke taste 
good afterwards, anyway.” 

The men could not move, but the women were busy clearing 
away the dishes. ‘I am sorry there was no bread,” Graziella said. 
“I tried to get some but it cost too much.” 

Craddock took her hand and squeezed it. ‘““Thank Heaven for 
that, love. Another mouthful and I would have burst all over your 
nice clean floor.” 

Paloma shrilled from the scullery, “That bread, it is a disgrace. 
There are supposed to be rations for all, but it all goes into the blæk 
market. If the women in this street were not such cowards I would 
take them all with me and teach some of these shopkeepers a 
lesson.” 

“Brave talk!” cried Graziella. ‘What would you do when the 
carabinicri came?”’ 

“Men!” Paloma shouted. ‘When a man is alone in the house 
with his wife he is brave. But face a thousand men with a thousand 
wives and see what happens then! We would change a few things, 
I can tell you!” She came out from behind the curtain. ‘“‘Men! 
Look at them! There is only one ting we need from them, and 
they never even have enough of that. Wake up, you!” She prod- 
ded Honeycombe with her foot. “I have not finished feeding you 
yet, baby.” 

The women brought out fruit, nuts, torrone and more wine. 
“It is time for some more dancing,” Paloma said. “‘Come.” 

“Go away,” mumbled Craddock. “‘Let a man rest.” 

They drank wine, and the men lolled in their chairs struggling 
against sleep while the women ate and talked. At last, Paloma 
stretched herself and uttered a long, satisfied grunt. “Well,” she 
said, “‘there are two things that make life beautiful, and I have just 
had one of them.” She shook Honeycombe. ‘‘Have I ever shown 
you my wedding photographs, corporal? I am sure you would 
like to see them.” 
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Honeycomibe made a face of resignation and rose to his’ feet. 
““The end of a perfect day,” he said to Craddock. 

Paloma followed him out of the house. She turned in the door- 
way and chucked, ‘“Kurroo, kurroo. Sleep well, my tittle turtle- 
doves.” 


“That was a good evening,” said.Graziella when they were alone. 
“Are you pleased with me?” 

“Now.” Craddock came and sat on the bed beside her. ‘“Where 
did you get the money?” 

“Are you not pleased? I was so proud. I thought you would be 
happy to entertain your friend as if in your own house.” 

“I have asked you a question.” 

She lay back on the bed and stretched her body. “‘Stay the night, 
dear. You have never stayed the whole night. As long as you go 
away after an hour, we are still strangers.” 

“Tell me where you got the money.” 

“I had no money.” 

“Where did the food come from?” 

“Now, after this beautiful evening, you start a quarrel. Why? 
Paloma brought some of it. She wanted to help.” 

“And the rest?” 

Graziella was silent. 

“And the rest?” 

Graziella cried, “‘Look at my feet!” 

“What are you talking abour?” 

“Go on, look at my feet!” She drew her legs up and placed them 
across his lap. He looked at her feet. The soles were covered with 
cuts and blisters. 

“How did this happen?” 

“Foryou. I did that for you, to please you.” Her voice was un- 
steady. “I had no money. I walked to the farm where my uncle 
lives. Itis near Misterbianco. It is fifteen kilometres there and back. 
The road is steep and stony, and the heat was great. I told him I 
wanted food, and he gave me meat, and eggs, and cheese, and fruit. 
He put it in a big bag and I carried the bag all the way here on my 
back. I had to start very early, and I did not arrive home until an 
hour before you came.” She looked at him expectantly, through 
tears. 
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Craddock looked away, frowning. “Aren’t you tired?” he said 
at fast. 

“What does it matter?” she cried. 

He sighed, and looked down at her in perplexiry. “You must 
never do it again.” 

“Why not?” she said defiantly. “For you I would do it every 
day.” 

Craddock said, with an edge of anger in his voice, “I am serious, 
You must listen to me, or it will be finished between us.” i 

She stared at him. Her face was taut with incredulity; muscles 
quivered beneath the skin, and her full cheeks went slack and ugly 
with grief. There was an empty second, then a sudden vomit of > 
sobbing burst up from deep inside her. She wailed, in a cracked 
voice that forced itself through the thickness in her throat, “ʻI 
wanted to please you!” She rolled away from him, sobbing in great 
spasms that seized her whole body. > 

Craddock felt helpless, at once weary and contrite. ‘Don’t 

cry!” he muttered awkwardly. He reached out and put his hand on 
her quivering shoulder. “It is only that you do too much for 
me.” 

The sobbing subsided. She sat up, with a bubbling sniff, and 
wiped the back of her hand act uss her cheeks. “You are not truly 
angry?” 

He stroked her feet gently with his fingertips. “Poor Graziella! 
Your poor feet!’ He reached out and brushed ner hair back from , 
her forehead. “Do you really want m~e to stay with you all night?”: 

She took his hand before he could withdraw it, and held it tight; 
“He says I do too much for him,” she said dreamily. “Oh, the 
stupid man! Too much!”—and she began to ugh. 


CHAPTER FIFTEEN 


A Fat colonel stopped Captain Rumbold in the street. 

Rumbold was hardly aware at first that someone was calling 
him. The streets which had confronted him like a maze of white 
buildings on the’morning, exactly three weeks ago, when he had 
marched in, were now as familiar to him as if he had lived here for 
years; and his legs took him wherever he wished to go without 
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making any demands on his mind, which at this moment was 
occupied with planning the day's training. 

“Here, youl” 

Rumbold paused. “‘Are you talking to me?” 

The colonel’s red cheeks were inflated with anger, and his little 
eyes glittered. “Yes, you! You're an officer, aren’t you?” 

Rumbold touched the captain’s insignia on his shoulder-straps. 

“Can’t you see these?” The colonel only stood chest-high to 
him. “I'll bend over.” 

The colonel’s flush darkened. ‘‘Blasted insolence! Don’t you 
know how to speak to a superior officer? What do you mean by 
gadding about the streets dressed up like that?” 

Rumbold was wearing brown corduroy trousers, a blue shirt that 
he had taken from an Italian officer and a yellow silk sweat-rag. 
He was going to take the men on an exercise among some ruined 
houses, and there was no sense in dressing uncomfortably or in 
spoiling a clean uniform. ‘‘You’re behind the times,” he said agree- 
ably. “Its what the well-dressed man is wearing this season. 
Didn't you know?” 

The coloncl’s cheeks quivered with rage. “I’ve a good mind to 
have you arrested. What’s your unit?” 

“Tenth Kents. What’s yours?” Rumbold studied ostentatiously 
the supply service badge in the colonel’s cap. ‘‘Lord’s Day 
‘Observance Society?” 

The colonel fumbled in his pocket and produced a norebook. 
“You'll be hearing more of this. Your name?” 

“Goldberg. You can call me Basil.” 

“Tenth Kents,” repeated the colonel as he wrote in his notebook. 
He glared up at Rumbold. ‘‘You’ll be laughing out of the other 
side of your face in a day or two. I shall insist that you’re made an 
example of. I shall report this personally to your commanding 
officer.” 

Rumbold brought his hcels together and jerked his arm up in a 
monstrously correct salute. ‘‘You’ll really have to excuse me now,” 
he said politely. “It’s been so nice!” 

He marched away like a guardsman; but, when he had turned the 
comer and relaxed into his normal pace, he felt less cheerful. He 
was not worried about the consequences of this encounter. It was 
the new atmosphere which it betokened in the town that made him 
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uncomfortable, Atopie of weeks ago the town had been jüst be- 
hind the fighting line. “Now it was—he hated the words, they made 
him ashamed of his presence here—the Base. A couple of weeks 
ago there had been nothing but comradeship, a sense of recognition, 
among the men who swarmed in the streets. There had still been 
the sound of artillery in the distance, mingling with their cheerful 
hubbub, to unite them; a salute had been a greeting freely offered. 
Now the men walked about in the streets with a grudging con- 
straint. The lorry convoys were on the move again, more and more 
offices, depots, hospitals, were springing up, in readiness for the 
next phase of operations. A horde of administrators had moved in 
to wind up the machine again while the soldiers waited uneasily. ‘- 
Provosts, staff officers, middle-aged martinets of every kind, con-: 
tinuing on their plush-lined ocyssey from Cairo and Algiers, lurked 
everywhere, issued regulations, dispensed punishments and repri- 
mands, the masters of this new order. Rumbold believed in dis- 
cipline. He exacted it from his own men and he did not grudge tt 
among his fellow-officers of the fighting army. But it irked him to 
see these newcomers putting up “OFFICERS ONLY” signs outside 
every good restaurant, over the tront seats in the theatres, even in 
the windows of the best barbers’ shops. This was not his idea of 
discipline. 

‘By God!” he said to Perkington when he arrived at the billet. 
“Jr's time we were getting out of here!” 

“Yes,” said Perkington, “‘1 feel rather creepy waiting about here 
and wondering what’s going to happen next.” 

“Oh, Lord! You don’t want to siurt mooning about that. Time 
enough when the muck starts flying past your ears. Eh, Porky?” 

Piggott looked up from his typewriter. ‘Yc 1! You don’t know 
when you're on to a good thing. I’d sooner pur up with a few brass 
hats, any day, than have those bastard eighty-cights plonking down 
all round.” 

“You're getting soft in your old age, Porky. You'd better not 
get too comfortable. Something telis me it won 't be Jong now,’ 

“I know,” proaned Piggott. ‘‘I’ve got eyes.” 

“Why didn’t you come to the party last might?” the captain 
asked Perkington. 

Perkington blushed. “Oh, 1 had some reading to do.” 

‘You ought to come out of your shell a bit, Perks,” the captain 
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said’ “Then you won't have so much titie2i} worryabout how 
you'll make out.” He smiled. “‘No aged’to be shy, you know. 
Thére’s another binge tonight. Why don’t you come?™ 

“Oh.” Gratitude flickered in Perkington’s eyes. ““Thanks, I'd 
like to.” 

“TIl show you my countess. First tithe P’ve ever copulated with 
. the aristocracy. Now I know what ‘they mean by a democratic 
war.” a 

“*Hi-aye,” said Piggott, “off with the old and on with the new!” 

““She’s what Porky here would call a peach. Tall, slender, honey 
blonde hair, golden skin. She thinks the Germans were horrid, 
but some of their parachute officers were rather nice. She thinks 
I’m nice, too. There she“was on one side of the room, and there 
was I on the other. About two hundred people in between. She 
tukes a look round and comes sailing across to me with a cocktail. 
A little bit of backchat, and the whole thing’s in the bag. I will say 
this for the nobility, they’re as smooth as silk, What a woman,” 
he said reminiscently. “‘She could pinch a beggar’s last crust and 
he’d feel flattered. You know, she introduced me to her husband, a 
poor little man like a monkey perched all alone on a settee. There 
he was, in a beautiful grey suit; he looked up at me with big, mourn- 
ful eyes. He knew what I was there for, all right. And all the time 
she stood on the other side of him, looking at me over his head. 
He spoke perfect English, in a sad, polite kind of voice, inviting me 
to come and stay with them in their villa at Taormina, and all the 
time she was piving me the old eye. It was obvious why she'd 
showed him to me. It was her way of tclling me the coast was clear. 
And, by Gad, it was, too! I stayed there till this morning and I 
never got another glimpse of him.” 

Piggott asked, “What about Little Nell?” 

“Oh, her! Have a heart, there’s a limit to what a gan can do. 
It’s time for her to run along and play.” 

““You’re a baby-snatching old bastard, aren’t you2” said er 
“Did he tell you,” he asked Perkington, ‘‘she’s only fifteen?”: 

‘Away with you,” said the captain. “She loves it; the lirtle bitch. 
They’re all the same here. Early ripe, early fade. They'r¢’a randy 
lot.” 

Piggott asked, “Did that Nella cost you much?” 

“Not a penny. All she wanted was my own sweet self. Quiet, 
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like a lirele goed ‘with a-delj, Queer kid. I suppose I ought to gi 
her a a something. What d’you reckon? Five hoar ai 
do?” 

Perkingtg- baid, “T wouldn’t know.” i 

Piggott exclaimed, ‘‘Sayé your money, you silly old sod.” 

Perkington was‘looking’ ay Piggott in surprise. “‘It’s all right,” 
said the captain. “tHe’s a privileged person. He’s my privy coun-— 
sellor. What do you recommend, Porky?” 

“You can get the pick of the bunch for fifty lire. Give her five 
hundred and tell her she’s lucky to get it.” 

“That’s your job,” said Rumbold. ‘‘Here’s two thousand. You 
can give her my love and tell her to go and blow bubbles.” 

Me?” 

“Why not, I’m doing you a favour. You can try your own luck 
while yowre about it. Jt’s vacant possession. Girls like that don’t 
stay long to let. Now beat it, ’m busy.” He turned to Perkington,, 

“Don't try so hard not to look shocked, old son. Yowve got a 
face like a slab of frozen cod. We’ve get a busy day in front of us. 
We're going to give the troops a taste of rough stuff for a change. 
They won’t like it, but it'll get their blood up. I know my men. 
You watch em!” 

The two officers busied themselves with their plans. 


Wally Fooks counted the roll of notes, stowed it safely in his 
pocket and sauntered out of the café into the sunlit confusion of the 
Piazza Stesicoro. 

A handsome woman, with the bleached hair and short skirt of 
a prostitute, crossed his path, and his bowels leaped. The sunshine 
struck through her light frock to reveal the whit.-ness and the sump- 
tuous outlines of her body. She walked with as vay that maddened 
him, towards the narrow, forbidden streets at whose corners the 
mifligary:policemen paced. She looked back at him and mocked him 
witkiaewnile, and he turned to follow her. 

Fotty’s, training among the ruins, with the thunder of grenades 
echoing among-the broken walls, had awakened a dismal thought 
in him. .igcits frst four weeks in action the .ompany had “lost 
nearly Halt ies strength through death, wounds or malaria. How 
many of thé men would be alive in four weeks’ time? Or four weeks 
after that? He had dismissed the thought, for no soldier likes to let 
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his imagination roam backwards or forwards in time or to dwell on 
what is happening to his companions; but it had, working in the 
obscure depths of his consciousness, awakened Private Fooks to 
the futility of laying up earthly possessions. He was an audacious 
and industrious pilferer. It was a habit that many of the mert had 
brought with them from civilian life, where their employers were 
their natural enemies. Even Sergeant Craddock would risk his 
rank, when on a visit to the technical stores, by winding fifty yards 
of copper wire round his waist und smuggling it out to sell for a few 
hundred lire. Most of the men stole rations or stores to sell or to 
give to their sweethearts. Wally Fooks was more ambitious. He 
had received his training on London Docks, in a daily battle of wits 
with the port police. He already had stowed in his kit thirty 
watches, packed in grease in flat tobacco tins. Today he had en- ‘- 
riched himself to the extent of three thousand lire, by the sale of a 
German pistol, a pair of boots and six typewriter ribbons, and sud- 
denly, at the sight of woman’s flesh, he was overcome by the urge 
to enjoy while he might all the good things of life. 

The woman walked past the redcaps, turned and looked back at 
him in inquiry. He made a furtive sign to her to wait. He looked 
around him. In the middle of the square was a rank of horse-drawn 
carriages. He went over to one, climbed into it, and explained to 
the driver, with much gesticulation and pidgin Italian, what he 
wanted to do. The cabby drew off the great black overcoat which 
he wore against the sun. Wally curled himself up on the floor, be- 
neath the hood, and the cabby flung the coat over him. ‘The cab 
swayed and jolted over the cobbles while Fooks huddled, sweating, 
in suffocating darkness. The smell was acrid and overpowering, 
and he felt the fiery bites of fleas on his skin. He slid to onc side as 
the cab lurched round a corner; then he was free again, in the blind- 
ing daylight. 

The woman was not in sight. He walked down the narrow street 
in search of her, avoiding the refuse that stank in the gutters. She 
must be somewhere ahead; or perhaps she was waiting for him in a 
doorway. She was nowhere to be seen. Other women beckoned to 
him, but they were drab and slack-bodied. The insolence of the 
woman he had followed burned inside him; he wanted what her 
flimsy frock had hidden, and he hunted for her. 

He searched in streets, alleys and dank courtyards, until black 
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of sweat stained his collar and the armpits of his khaki 
shirt. He turned into a street of silent, shuttered houses. No wo- 
men stood in the doorways, no children screamed in the gutters. 
The clamour of the town came faintly to him as if through blankets. 
He heard his own footsteps, loud on the cobbles, and footsteps be- 
hind him. He turned and saw a Sicilian following him, loping along 
on short, thin legs to keep up with his own long stride. The Sicilian 
hesitated as Fooks confronted him, then caine on. The man wore 
a creased and dirty suit of white duck and a Panama hat; his haggard 
face twisted itself, around his beak of a nose, intu an ingratiating 
smile, but his eyes, feverish and intent, followed every movement 
that Fooks made. 

“Tommy want signorina?” 

Fooks relaxed; he had been on guard; soldiers had been knifed 
in these streets. ‘““Looking fur a blondie. Big here. White dress. 
Capeesh? Know her?” 

“Sure”—the man had an organ-gtinder-American accent—‘‘I™ 
get you a fine blondie. Blondie, red hair, datk hair, French girl, 
Polish girl, any damn thing you want. 1 gness you like a drink, 
too, ch, Tommy? You come along with me. 1 show you a swell 
house.” 

Fooks grinned. “House no bonna. I’m looking for someone. 
Beat it!” He turned and walked on. 

The Sicilian scuttled after him. He plucked at the sleeve of 
Fooks’s shirt. “‘Aw, come on, fella. You wanna good time. I show 
you everything.” 

Fooks shook the man off and stru. theateningly at him with 

Whe back of his hand. “:Ah-way, you shower! 1 don’t want no pimp 
pawin’ at me!” The man continued to trot ~fter him. Fooks 
Lialted at the street corner. ‘‘Listen, useless, how d’you get out of 
here?” 

“Sure, you come with me, I show you. Ala-ways glad to help 
Tommy.” He led Fooks down an alley and indicated an archway. 
“T’rough here, you come-a quick to waterfront.” Fooks followed 
and found himself in a dark, paved courtyard. He couid see no 
other exit. ‘‘Here!” he exclaimed. ‘“What’s the idea?” 

The man had backed away and was behind him in the archway. 
Fooks started towards him and stopped. Two other men had come 
silently out of the shadows. Fooks saw the gleam of steel and under- 
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stood. He moved instinctively to place his back sghinst a wall and 
took stock of his surroundings. The doors and windows facing , 
on to the courtyard were all barred. The houses had shut their ” 
eyes against any plea for help; the blank slats of wood were like 
closed lids. The three men came warily into the yard; one of them 
in a well-cut grey suit and a broad-krimmed trilby, the jowls of his 
face fat and purple; a second, enormous and stooping, in ragged 
black trousers and a collarless hirt; the man in white lurking 
belund them. Far away, beyougithe thick silence in the yard, Fooks 
could hear the murmur of own. 

The men came nearer, ooks could fee] the blood beating ig his 
temples. He heard a child’s playful shiiek in the distance; the 
sound of water being emptied; more faintly, from witht a house, 
the tinkle of breaking glass and the laughter of men. He breathed 
deeply, and clenched his fists. ‘There was more lauchter. It was? 
full and strong, English laughter. 

He thiew back his herd and shouted, into the enveloping silence, 
“Hi-aye! Any British about?” 

His shout died among thie walls. ‘The deep little bursts of laugh- 
ter continued to come to him, girl» voices, the sound of a piano. 
He could hear the men and the gurls laughing and singing Lili 
Marlene. 

He gathered his breath again and Infted wp his lead. He shouted, 
“Bundle!” He diew the word out into long, echoing syllables. It 
was the battalion’s private rallying-cry in street fights and bar- 
room brawls. 

The men were almost upon him. In despair he bellowed agam, 
with all his force, ‘‘Bundoo-oo-vo-ooll!” i 

The hig man lunged at him, a short upward jab. Fooks struck 
at the man’s knife hand. The great fist w as as hard as wood aguinst 
his blow; the shock jolted up his arm. Fooks jabbed with his left 
elbow to keep a second attacker at bay and drove his boot at the big 
man’s knee. They had recoiled, and lie was able to draw a long 
shaking breath and raise lus fists again. He shouted once more, his 
v@ice rising almo>t to a scream, ““Bundoo-vo-ooll!” 

His heart leaped up within him as he heard, from somewhere 
behind the walls on his left, the pounding of boots on a staircase. 
Only the steel studs of ammunition boots could make a clutter like 
that. He roared joyfully, “Come on, the infanteers!” A door 
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hanged dpen afi@akhaki figure dived past Hiyn at the ‘three men. 
He caught a confused glimpse ofa wooden chib @winging up and 
ever, and from among the whirl of bodies he heard a sickening 
crack and a mars scream. His rescuer was at his side. The three 
men rallied. The big man’s head was streaming with blood. 

“Get back, you bastards!” *The shock of surprise almost made 
Fooks spew; he knew the voice. He croaked, ‘‘’Arry!” 

Jobling advanced from the wall. The club swung in his left 
hand. In his right he held a pistof He drove the three men out 
of ghe courtyard. Fooks heard them scuttling away down the 
sibt. He whispered as Jobling came ‘back towards him, “Gor 
blind ol’ bleeding Riley!” 

Jobling asked, “You all right?” 

“Fine. What about you? You been playin’ a fine old game, 
boy.” 

“Tm all right. Gave me a bit of a turn, it did, E I heard the 
old war cry.” Jobling’s voice hardened. “What liave they dore 
with him?” 

“Who?” 

“You know who.” 

“Broom? 'E’s in the clink. Twenty-eight days’ field punish- 
ment. Look ’ere, ’Arry, why don’t you.. .?” 

Jobling uttered the parody of a laugh. ‘Twenty-eight days!” 

“Why don’t you chuck it? You could still get off casy. You 
’aven’t got a chance if you stay on the run.” 

“Twenty-eight days! You knew my kid!” 

“What good will it do? You’d swing for it. Your ol’ lady’ 
wouldn’ even get a pension for you. The bloody misery’d prob’lyv 
kill ’er, anyway. First Geoff, then you!” 

“Save your breath, mate. And if you see that ‘ump of dung, tell 
him I’ve got this all cleaned up ready for him.” He displayed the 
pistol. “And if anyone else comes after me, they'll get a taste of it, 
too.” 

“Yov’re barmy! You’re bloody bomb-'appy Ee 

“T know what I’m doing. If you’re a mate of mine you won't. 
tell anyone you saw me, Not that they'll find me, -ven if you do. 

I'll be out the back door of this house before you can say ‘knife’.” 
t6 "Arry p> 

Jobling was gone. The slam of the door died away. The houses 
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looked blankly upon the silent courtyard, and from the distance 
Fooks heard again the sound of the piano and of singing. 


Nella took the money. She felt cold and numbed. The notes 
that she clutched in her hand had no meaning. Nothing moved 
in her; everything in her being was leaden and dead. .The fat 
little soldier was still speaking. After the freezing shock of his first 
words, nothing else had reached her. His voice was a faraway 
gabble that came without sense to her cars. 

Her mind was too immature, she was too inexperienced in cala- 
mity, to react to what she had heard. There was only a thick heavi- 
ness in her head. At moments one thought peeped out of the 
confusion: if only she could see him: but she was too overwhelmed 
to give utterance to it. Her fist was clenched round the notes in: 
a rigor Jike that of death; no impulse of rejection flowed from the 
brain; her grip was so tight that it hurt. There was only paralysis, 
and a core of pain in her breast. 

The red face was still grinning at her. The voice assailed her, 
its inflections successively inquiring, expectant, insistent, resigned. 
Words failed the little soldier; he hung about her, looking into her 
face with doubt and growing embarrassment. He turned on his 
heels and she saw him cross the courtyard and go back into the office. 

She could not move. She leaned against the wall of the porch 
in a stupor, all sense of time fled from her. The shadows crept 
about her and the glare died out of the daylight. The sweat on her 
body chilled. An unfamiliar coldness crept through her veins and 
she shivered as if visited by malaria. There was a prickling at the 
back of her hot, dry eyes. Her intelligence began to stir; terrified * 
little impulses invaded her, 10 make a scene, to rush in upon him, 
to do herself violence. The woman in her spoke, but the child in 
her did not dare. She waited, stupidly. Soldiers hurried by, glanc- 
ing at her with curiosity. Men came streaming down the stairs 
out of the billet and went into the cookhouse. Through the doors 
she heard the clatter and the subdued hubbub of a meal. The meal 
was over; the men came out, washed their mess tins and dispersed 
to their rooms. Still she waited in the porch. She could not take her 
eyes from the office door. Perhaps he was in there. Every time the 
door opened there was a great wrench of childish hope in her; each 
time, it was not he who emerged, and the pain rushed back into her. 
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How long she had been there she did not know. She had lost 
all desire to wait for him any more: she would have liked to creep 
away, but she was too weak and dizzy, and her mind was still too 
stupefied to set her limbs in motion. The sentry said something to 
her. She took no notice. He spoke again, in a firm but kindly 
voice. He took her arm and pushed her gently vut into the street. 
She could not feel the pavement beneath her as she moved. She 
was enveloped in a sensation of dream, and she was sick with 
terror. 

Someone else was speaking to her. She swayed in front of him. 
It was Tiger. Her empry face did not return his smile. He looked at 
her uncomprehendingly, and tried to awaken her to his banter. He 
was asking her to come with him; he was insisting; she felt hostile 
and impatient. He laid a hand on her arm. His voice was cheerful 
but overlaid with urgency. His grip tightened, and he tugged at 
her. 

A spasm of fury racked her. She was on fire with pain and loath- 
ing. She tore herself from his grasp, spot in hie face and ran awas 
like a terrified animal. 


CHAPTER SIXTEFN 


THe nest day, when the men had setuined from their training, 
Craddock went shopping with Graziella. She had suggested this 
in the hope that it would please him, he had always taken a delight 
in these expeditions that to her was «nexplicable on the part of a 
'man. She clung to bis arm among the throngs of shoppers, reckless 
of appearances, rapt and triumpLant at her ner ness to him, Even 
in this crowd she was wholly concentrated “pon him. All her 
being was fixed upon him. It was not only with her eyes and mind 
that she watched; every nerve in her body was awake to him. He 
was the oak upon which she grew and fed. All the rest of the human 
race was far away, a swarm of little creatures rushing about on the 
plains far below the heights on which he and she dwelt, to be re- 
garded remotely with pity and contempt. With her cyes closed she 
could feel inside her body every impulse of sympathy or passion 
that he experienced; her fingertips, her arm clasped in his, her flank 
against his, communicated to her every hesitation, every moment 
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‘of withdrawal, every flicker of itnpatience on his part. When he 
frowned she dicd for a second. 

` Today they were close together. They walked. heavily against 
each other like lovers, and their fingers were entwined; yet she felt 
that she did not live inside him as he lived inside her. Perhaps he 
was tired after all that marching. Perhaps the two men, Honey- 
combe and the other man, with whom he had been talking while 
she waited for him in the street, had brought him bad news. He 
nad parted from them unwillingly and he had said to her, “We 
must hurry. I have promised to come back and see them again.” 
Whatever it was, she knew that his thoughts were not with her. 

Beneath her happiness there beat a pulse of anxiety. She could 
not uncover it; it existed less in her mind than as a bodily uneasiness. 
In their own relations little had happened tu interfere with her 
triumph, but from the depths of her there came warning signals 
that she could neither interpret nor ignore; and all about her, in 
the street, there stirred something that disturbed her against her will. 
Somehow the explosion had split the street in two. What had be- 
come one community was becoming two again. A restlessness was 
growing among the soldiers, each day they were becoming more 
immersed in their own concerns. There was a restlessness among 
the women, too. They did not understand, but they were like a 
herd in which the panic can be felt for seconds before the moment 
of stampede. Now, in Graziella, fear was acting like an acid upon 
her happiness. She strove to please him, to weave herself about 
him, to blind his eyes to the surrounding world, to fuse him by her 
ardour into one flesh with her own. The more she tried, the faster 
ihe warning signals came. She felr the alarm storing up in her like 
an explosive force. 

They were walking in the shadow of a wall that protected them 
from the sun. They turned into a gloomy archway: the white 
glare, the uproar and the overpowering stench: of fish hit them all 
at once as they emerged into the market place. 

The market square rose on a slope before them, a sprawling 
huddle of stalls that jostled each other in a crazy variety of shape and 
size, tented booths rising beside open barrows, rickety skeletons of 
woodwork leaning up against painted peasant carts. The unpaved 
patch in the middle was crowded with fish vendors, who squatted 
on the sunbaked dirt beside their baskets. People flowed in dark 
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tides on the pavements, m the cobbled roadway, in the spaces 
berween the stalls and the baskets, a sea of bodses broken only by 
the ramshackle structures around which they swirled 

It was like a crowd scene with titanic are hights hatlung every- 
thing ’n a revealing radiance which showed up the uurty lava walls 
of the tumbicdown shops, drew a white glare from the stretched 
tentcloth of the booths, and turned the contrasting displays of pots 
and pans, old clothes, dress materialo and foodstuffs intu a fluttering 
bewildering pattein of bright coloms Anan ttue bucdground of. 
thousand conversitions the screeching cin of the vendors rose in 
raucc is ind repetitive rhythms, cach im a dit ennt monotone Now 
in on. guuter of rhe market, now in another, a sudden vutburst of 
noise would picvail above the gencral din, the hellow of a cheap- 
jack haranguu ¢ the crowd fom a soiphe>, the crack nt a whip 
and the ratth of whels as 1 cart bicasted the crowd, its dinei 
shouting angry waunmys, falsetto sn tehes of lerc? on, and, 

oaking throush evcry noo! and cranny on uit. yng of nore, te 

ast mitic hriynip ef rerin opne ne on um ic st Tl 

Grazu lla kt C addo? tow her thicunh thy pandemonium, 
tuzging }s) mito top every now and hen w tik she poked ina 
basket amo , the squirming heaps cf fii Ilr Le vere baskets 
commed lich with» rdin , bask t of slender fish that glam -c 
wn streaks of | aweful bl « and silver, baskets of fs whose goldun 
sculcs dagzl din tie uab ht, b skets œ tentel d sgud, ct sword- 
hsh, ot broth fran S e picked uod rarghke id purc ased, 
joyously duding Crauaoch for Mms sqi unshnes when be 
ernmucd th hirp indvkent aell | atle matdue f, 
tink est m, hem ihei h 

Ihe pu i acutunogh the tumilbothi Small vovs teating 
tor theu 1 ter, darted unong the throne im oo rchof solvers An 
old man mide water ap unst a wall A wenn bavied Lar prefs 
to a crony, clawing at her brea with both har ds awhile tears 
st cumed down her che hu Two Highlanders barnat od with a 
girl in a doorwiy The fles swooped m buzzin y sw ms on to the 
butchers olibs, A car tbinic.e went fiom stul to stali c tecung in 
bribes Beggars whincd Cuppled ce olde  crawkd m the 

atars, agnoted by the sleek, succoured by the ragged and by the 
Pamma And over all, the none, the he ut, the ș larc 

P paused at a haberdashery stall Criddoch rummaged, nd 
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selected half a dozen handkerchiefs. He asked the proprietor how 
much they cost. The man, dewlapped and sweating, told him that 
they were a hundred lire each; he could have the six for five hun- 
dred. 

Graziella quivered with joy. This was a chance to help. She 
whispered to Craddock, “‘Do not pay, it is too much.” 

Craddock grinned and continued to count out the money. She 
was dismayed; he could not have understood her. “He is taking 
advantage of you because you are a soldier,” she said. 

Craddock said, “Don’t you worry.” 

She seized his hand before he could pass over the money. She 
was determined to save him from this fuolishness. ‘‘Listen to me, 
she cried, ‘‘they are only worth twenty lire each. He is robbing 

oul” s 

Craddock flushed and pulled his hand away. He said sharply, 
“Mind your own business!” 

A great heat of anger overwhelmed her, and she burst out, ‘‘How 
can you let him treat you like this? He is laughing at you! He 
despises you! He will boast, when you have gone, of how he 
swindled the Englishman!” 

The obscene, bubbling voice of the vendor interrupted them. 
“Shut your mouth, woman! Who do you think you are, scream- 
ing at a man like that?” 

She lost all control of herself. “You keep’ quiet, you dirty 
thief!” 

“Don’t you call me a thief!” the man shouted, shaking his fist at 
her. ‘They have plenty of money, these English! You take care to 
get your share of it, J don’t doubt. You be content with what you 
earn in bed, and don’t try to steal the bread out of my mouth!” 

A moment ago she would have been terrified at the fury in 
Craddock’s face, but now she was beside herself, and when he 
shouted, “For God’s sake, shut up!” she answered frantically, “I 
will not let you waste your money!” 

“To hell with the money! What do you mean by showing me 
up like this?” 

She screamed, ‘““You great child! Where would you be without 
me to look after you?” The stallholder intervened again with,a 
torrent of abuse. She flung herself at him, and people crowd.e, 
round, yelling in a babel of encouragement and imprecation. T1 in dark 
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man was parting, dribbling from the mouth, as he heaped foul- 
nesses on her. Shrill and relentless, in her element, she leaned across 
the stall and screeched insult for insult. She was dumbfounded at 
the way Craddock had turned on her; she was obsessed with the 
determination to prove herself by saving his money for him; there 
was a strange sense of relief in her agony, as if she were vomiting 
emotionally, emptying upon this man all the anxieties that had 
gathered in her. 

She felt a crnel grip on her arm, and she struggled, screaming, as 
Craddock d: ed her away. The crowd closed in between her and 
the stall. ' „ices came at her from all sides, wherever she looked 
there were jeering faces. She wailed, ““You are hurting me!” 

Craddock took no notice. He continued to push through the 
crowds, dragging her after him. 

“You did not understand! He said filthy things to me!” 

He did not even look over his shoulder. His pace did not 
slacken. 5 

“Youn coward!” she screamed. “How could you let a man speak 
to me like that?” She struggled, but she could not break his grip. 

A. calm of despair settled upon her. She felt betrayed, by him 
and by her own actions. She wanted to understand every fibre of 
him, and now it seemed to her that she would never understand. 
Everything that she did must turn against her. She followed him 
dumbly. Before, she had been borne on the human tide, buoyant 
with her own happiness. Now the crowds buffeted ber as if to 
sweep her under. She had to run to keep up with Craddock. At 
every pace it seemed that elbows wae deliberately being thrust 

-out to jab her, fect protruded to hack her ankles and throw her off 
her balance. She stumbled after him, sobbing nd trembling. At 
each blow a fresh pain jolted through her. Sie was tired. She 
wanted to fling herself down, among the rubbish, to be trampled. 
What had she done wrong? She tried, she goaded her brain to try 
to understand. For thie first time the heat oppressed ler, the light 
hurt her eyes. The air, heavy with grime and human breath and 
the smell of fish, stifled her. She would faint if she could net escape 
from here quickly. What had she done wrong? She clenched her 
teeth, aching with humiliation and bewildermem. What had she 


AG è wrong? What had she done wrong? 
walked home in sullen quiet. Once they were away from 
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the market he slackened his pace. She slipped her arm throngh his, 
and he reached across and took the shopping basket from her. 
Neither of them spoke. He was relaxed, and the anzer had gone 
from his face. When they came to a busy road he checked her, and 
said in a normal voice, ‘Wait, let the lorry go by, we have plenty of 
time.” She felt her own confusion subside; she had been cowcring 
inwardly at the fresl: burst of recrimination that she had feared 
might follow; each time he turned his fuce towards her she recoiled 
with dread, but the expected reproaches did not come. Perhaps, 
after all, he would not punish her. He was such an unpredictahic 
man. Oh, she would never understand him! She leaned pleadingly 
on his arm, a prey to disappointment, perplexity and torturing hope. 

At the door of her house he paused. 

“Arent you coming in?” 

“No. 1 have something to do.” 

Fear and suspicion quavered in her voice. Will you be long? 
Pippo, you muust come in. You must let me explain.” 

Elis manner softened. ‘Truh, it is not because of that. I told 
you before we came, 1 must go somewhere. A friend is in great 
trouble. 1 will come back later.” 

She could not restrain a long sigh of relet. COF course! I will 
wait for you. I will prepare a meal. Hurry back!” 

She was alone. She sat down Iunply on dhe bed. Her love, her 
doubts, were a burden too great four her to bear. She shut her eye., 
secking a respite of peace. She must rest; and when she hed rested 
she must think, and plan. 


“We've go! to vet hold of hun,” suid Craddock. “I went ro look! 
{or him on my own once, after young Tiger thought hed seen 
him. It was no use. But we've got tu act quickly now or ite heH 
be right down the pan. If he hills Broom, well, you know whut 
that means. Even if he duesn’r, and he’s still on the min when we 
move out, he'll becume a deserter on active service. And you know 
what that means. He'll be for it either way.” 

“He’s for it already,” said Hloneycombe. 

“So far he’s only absent without leave. He'll have to answer for 
breaking arrest, as well, and for taking that pot shor at Broom. 
Still, what with extenuating circumstances, and all the rest of it, he 
wouldn’t come of too bad! We've ot to get hold of him.” 
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“and cura hind in” asked Fooks. 

“And turn him in. I could square the captain to say he'd given 
himself up. That would make it a bit better for him.” 

Honeycombe said, “‘Well, let's go. We haven't gor all 
day.” 

“I suppose you two blokes realize,” Fooks said to his compan- 
ions, “you won’t ’alf catch it if the redcaps nab us. They can’t do 
much to me. I’ve ’ad more days in detention than I’ve ’ad ’ot 
dinners, and a few more wouldn’t make no odds. But you two ’ave 
got your stripes to lose. You’d both be back in the ranks peeling 
spuds with me an’ Sparrer.” 

Craddock. told him, “That’s our worry, Wally, not yours.” 

Like most-of the soldiers in town, they all had “bootleg” pistols, 
and they went armed. They searched the whole of the quarter in 
which Jobling had been seen. They pried into the back rooms of 
wineshops, shone their torches into the dark recesses of strect after 
street of hovels, pushed their way into brothels, clashing the bead 
curtains aside and shouting “Polizia!” or displaying their pistols 
when a house bully tried to har their way. Tlicy interrogated scared 
bawds and street-corner idlers. Late in the evening they returned, 
tired and dispirited; their search had been in vain. 


Graziella sang as she moved about the room, to dispel her loneli- 
ness and unease. She wanted to lift the baby out of his cot and hug 
him to her, to keep her company, but be was asleep. Nella usually 
came at this time of the evening. Graziella wished she were here, 
to bring comfort like a warm little sutten. 

She went to the door. She called, “‘Have you seen Nella?” 

Rosario looked up from a newspaper, anc his face came alive 
with welcome. “‘Ciaou, Graziella! She was hee until a little while 
ago. All the evening she has been hanging about at the gate of the 
barracks, but just now she went away.” 

“Was she with someone?” 

“No, she was alone. She seemed to be in a hurry. J do not know 
what she was doing there. She was speaking to no one. But it 
seems to me that she is becoming too interested in the soldiers. 
People do not talk well about girls who wait for the soldiers.” 

“There is no harm in her, And if you do not want people to talk, 
do not talk thus yourself.” 
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“Iam sorry, Graziella. I meant only to help.” He put the news- 
paper aside and came towards her, casually but with eagerness. 
“Have you been to the cinema this week? There is a good film at 
the Sala Roma. I saw it last night. Itis very sad.” 

“I have seen it.” She felt weary and annoyed. She wanted to 
escape, but she did not know how. 

“Did you like it?” 

She shrugged her shoulders aud grimaced. 

“There will be many more good films now that they have 
begun to send them again from America,” he said. “The American 
films are magnificent.” 

She did not answer. She leaned against the doorpost with her 
hands behind her back, Jooking past him. 

He said, “‘I saw a funny thing this evening. You know the bald 
little soldier, who goes with Fat Lina? Their door was open, and 
I saw him bathing the children. He had one of them in the tub in 
front of him, all covered with soap. The bahy was rolling on the 
floor, still dirry. The other three were all sitring up on the edge of 
the table like little dolls on a shelf, all washed and combed. Each 
time one of them fidgeted he took his pipe wt of his mouth and 
waved it at them like a stick, and shouted tu them in English, And 
do you know, those children understood him! A» soon as he spoke 
they sat still, and they looked at him with big solemn eyes, and they 
said, “Yes, Pappa’.” 

She said dully, “‘It is very funny.” She was unmoved by the dis- 
appointment in his face. To her all men but one were contemp- 
tible; Rosario most of all. She knew these conversations, with his 
mouth uttering banalities and his eyes pleading like a dog’s. 

He was trying desperately to keep the conversation from flagging, 
to be with her a little longer. He said, “I have olive oil in the 
shop.” 

She said to herself, “1 wonder where she is.” 

“I could let you have as much as you want.” 

“I have olive oil.” 

She was about to make her excuses. He spoke again, hastily. 
‘The children in hospital are out of danger. My mother has been 
to see them. She took eggs.” 

“Your mother is a good woman.” 

“She is ín bed now. The walk was hard for her. She is not well, 
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her chest troubles her a lot. All night long I hear her struggling for 
breath. She will not be able to get about much longer.” 

‘You can manage with tle shop on your‘own?” She was talking 
absent-mindedly, keeping him at bay with empty words while her 
thoughts wandered. 

“Yes, but she cooks and cleans, and I cannot do that. Nor have I 
time to look after her.” 

The commonplace reply came out of her mouth before she could 
check it. “Well, take a wife!” She awoke in a panic: she must 
retreat before he answered her. 

It was too late. He said, his eyes intent on her, “Who?” 

She mumbled, “Oh, anyone. ‘There are plenty of women,” and 
sought to back away from him into the duorway. He moved 
quickly to intercept her and checked her with his hand. There was 
a terrible urgency 1n his bearing. ‘‘Graziella, 1 must say this.” His 
voice was hardly audible and the words poured from him so rapidly 
that they were almost unintelligible. “It humiliates me. Every word 
I speak will make my humiliation werse, but now 1 must speak. 
Graziella, for the love of God, be kind to me!” 

She whispered, “What do you want?” 

“Graziellu, please, 1 beg you, you do not know what my life is 
like. You have no idea of my torment. I canrot bear it any longer. 
Be good to me, just once, for an hour, fora little while.” He paused, 
gasping, and at the sight of the horror in her face the words came 
tumbling from him again. “W hat difference will it make to you? 
It will not hurt you. It is nothing for a woman!” 

She stood as if petrified. He sad, in 4 fienzy of shame, ‘Does 
the idea diszust you, then?” She did not answer. Ie leaned back 
from her. The strength and the wild hope lied from his voice. 
“Do you hate me?” 

“No.” 

‘Do you despise me?” 

She shook her head indifferently. 

“What then?” 

She raised her eyes and looked at him out of tneir remote depths. 
“I do not see vou.” 

The words were like a blow. He said, choking, “When he gocs 
you will be a woman to spit upon.” 

She tried te pass him. “Get out of my way!” 
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“Graziella, the man who takes you when he has gone will be 
laughed at by everyone. But 1 will take you. What is the humilia- 
tion compared with my love for you?” She squirmed past him and 
tried to close the door on him. He jammed with his body into the 
doorway like a beggar. His voice became harsh with anguish. “I 
would crawl at your feet! I would let you trample on me!” She 
forced the door shut. She heard him cry, from outside, “He will go 
away P” 

His footsteps faded. Through the thin plaster wall that separated 
the two houses Graziclla heard the voice of his mother, querulous 
and insistent, and his brief reply; the mother’s voice again, trailing 
off into a rumble of coughing, and a snarl of anger from Rosario. 

Graziella busied herself spreading a tablecloth and laying out 
plates. She felt more alone than ever. She could not steady the 
racing beat of her heart; each time she remembered Rosario’s last 
words the icy fluttering in her breast began again. Mentally she 
was utterly befogged. She longed for Nella to come and console 
her. 

She finished laying the table and went to stir the pasta in the 
pot. Her impatience became a physical discomfort. She went 
about her housework with greater energy, boping to banish the 
overtired feeling that oppressed her and to leave herself without 
time to brood; but time dragged, and the pop and bubble of boiling 
water, the cries echoing distantly from the streets, the stertorous 
breathing of the old woman next door emphasized the silence about 
her and made her solitude more burdensome. 

The meal was cooked, the floor swept and the bed unnecessarily 
remade by the time Nella arrived. Graziella experienced a hot surge 
of relief as her cousin entered, but she said irnitabiy, “Where have 
you been?” 

Nella answered, in a flat voice, “I did not think that you would 
be alone. , Where is he?” She moved about the room, toying with 
the ornaments on the shelves, as if shc were not interested in receiv- 
ing a reply. 

“He is out. He is coming later for supper. Where have you 
been?” 

“Walking.” 

“Where?” 

“I don’t know. Why do you keep asking?” 
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` “Rosario îs talking about you. He says that you are hanging 
about the gate of the barracks.” 

Nella’s eyes flashed, in the shadows, in sudden pain and fury. 
“You have a spy, now, to watch me?” 

“No. Why do you shout so? I have never seen you so bad- 
tempered. Aren’t you well, dear?” 

Nella turned away with a child’s petulant movement of the 
shoulders. “Pm all right. Ieave me alone. You drive me mad 
with your qnestions.”” She turned, and a momenuiary light of 
interest appeared in her eyes as she studied Graziella. “You don’t 
lock so well yourself. What is the matter with you?” 

Graziella glanced at the mirror. A haunted face looked back at 
her, the eves red with rubbing, tbe hair negkected, clefis of anxiety 
in the full cheeks. She said, “I have been working, and before that 
I slept for a while. I must make myself tidy. Iam sorry I could 
not come to see your mother today. I was at the market. Did you 
give her the flour?” ~ 

“Yes. She is making a polenta.” Nella was staring at her with 
the cunning curiosity of a child. “I think you are in trouble.” 

Grazielka pushed her hair up wearily and rubbed the flat of her 
hand beneath her breasts. “Oh, Pm all right.” 

Nella continued to walk about the room, like a wary little 
animal keeping out of reach. There was something strange about 
her today; there was no cumfort to be lad from her, no relief in 
her presence after the day’s bufletings. Her mouth trembled as she 
spoke again, but it made almost the shape of a cruel little smile. 
“Perhaps vour man has left yous ’ 

Graziella forced herself to reply, in a pitving ione, “Oh, you 
foolish child! What a thing to sav!" 

Nella said, with unexpected violence, ““Why foolish? He will 
leave you. ‘1 hey all de.” 

Graziella stooped and painstakingly straightened the edge of the 
counterpane. “When you are older you will know what vou are 
talking about.” 

“They all do! Mithe English!” Again it was the child speaking, 
in a half-weeping anger at being contradicted. “In any case, they 
wili all go away soun, and you will lose him then!” 

Graziclla thought that she was guving io taint. She was beset; 
one blow followed another. Why was the child trying to hurt her 
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so? She told herself that she must not lose control, but she could’ 
not prevent herself from answering desperately, “He will not go 
away!’ 

“Who is the child now?” muttered Nella stubbornly. “You 
know he must go, but you are afraid to admit it, and so you talk like 
a child.” 

Reason fled from Graziella. It was her own thoughts that she 
was trying to deny, rather than Nelie’s words. She said, in a harsh. 
loud voice, “He will not go away!” 

“Stupid, when they are called, they go. “Vincenzo was called 
and he went. All these, they will be called soon. They will go, 
and your man will go with the others.” 

“He will not go. I have lost one. This one I will not lose!” 

“You are mad. He is a soldier.” 

“Rosario is a soldier.” Graziella was speaking without convic- 
tion, but there was no trace of this in the vehemence of her voice; 
she found a mysterious relief in hearing the futile words coming 
from her lips. 

“This one is an Englishman.” 

“‘And Francesca’s man?” Graziella’s voice rose. ‘What is he?” 

Nella crept closer and looked up at her in terror. “What is he?” 

She heard her own voice, Joud and quivering, as if someone else 
were speaking. ‘You know what he is? He is one of those others. 
Francesca has told me. She knew she could trust me. She knew 
that I would understand. He is one of those others. They are 
soldiers. They are more warlike than the English. And Francesca 
has kept him.” 

Nella whispered, “You are mad!” 

“I am a woman, and I know how to keep a man. This one I will 
keep!” She saw Nella crouching at her feet, looking up at her with 
big, scared eyes. The tension drained out of her and she said, “Oh, 
what am I doing? I am so tired. Put some water in the bowl for 
me, dear, I must wash. He will be back soon, and I do not want 
him to see me like this.” 

Nella went humbly to the sink. Graziella said, “You will not tell 
anyone what I have told you?” 

Nella opened her mouth, but her voice had deserted her. She 
shook her head violently. 

“Francesca is a woman,” Graziella said. ‘‘It would be a wicked 
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thing to betray her.” She smiled weakly. ‘I will wear the comb, he 
likes to see me wear it. Find it for me. And you can play the 
gramophone if you like. I know that pleases you.” She went to the 
sink and began to wash. “You will stay for supper with us, and we 
shall have a good evening,” 


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 


By the last week-end in August, the company’s training was in 
full swing. Captain Rumbold was bringing his men up to fighting 
pitch with the unhurrying certitude and confidence of an orchestral 
conductor. He measured their progress by the morning run with 
which he now began each day’s training. He had begun by taking 
them out, dressed only in gym kit, over short distances. Day by 
day be had added to the weight of their attire and increased the 
distance, until now they were going out for five-mile runs in fie 
sun’s full heat in complete battle order, burdened with packs, 
weapons, grenades and ammunition. At the beginning each run 
had been an ordeal, a struggle against unwilling muscles and lungs; 
now he wc ld watch them swinging easily past, without effort, and 
know that every one of them shared with him the joy of endurance 
and self-command. They would return to the billet grinning with 
confidence, all thought of the purpose of these preparations 
drowned by the blood’s hot pride. Even their arms drill was 
vigorous and precise, although they only had ten minutes of it each 
day. The captain remarked to Mr. 2erhington, “You sce, a pen- 
‘north of pride does more than a pound’s-worth of practice.” 

All around them military activity was becoming more intense. 
Flotillas of landing-craft came sliding into the harbour and anchored 
hull to hull. Lorry convoys loaded up with petrol and ammynition, 
and vanished mysteriously to the north. Swarms of bombers 
flecked the sky throughout the day, and the radio bulletins told of 
ceaseless raids on the southern tip of Italy. The brigadier was going 
off to conferences and the colonel was driving to and fro berween 
the companies, with a preoccupied look on his face, checking up 
on training and equipment. Rumours multiplied. 

A Commando unit had appeared in town, and one day it engaged 
the company in a street-fighting exercise. The exercise was so 
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tealistic that it degenerated: into a gigantic hand-ro-hend brawl 
among the rubble. The men returned to the billet with sore heads 
and bloodied shirts, but they were savagely content. 

Day after day they practised beach landings. A man was drow- 
ned during one of these exercises; his disappearance was hardly 
noticad; he might as well have gone on leave. The landings, 
clumsy and muddled at first, became models of timing. The men, 
old hands and newcomers alike, learned to reach and cross a beach 
with the dash and the instinctive unity of an attacking football team. 

A handful of burned-out men had struggled into the town, a 
collection of individuals who had wearily carried out certain duties 
in common but who, each evening, had dispersed and disappeared 
into the swarming civilian life around them. Now they were 
drawn together again into a functioning, human unit. They felt a 
living comradeship again. Each recognized among his companions 
the same schoolboy exuberance that stirred within him, the sense 
almost of sport with which each day’s fresh raids were surmounted, 
the banishment of thought. They were storing up energy like fuel. 


On the Saturday evening, after football, Craddock went to sce 
Graziella. He was tired after the game, and glad to relax in domestic 
surroundings. He greeted her with constraint; the memory of their 
first quarrel still survived as an irritant in his consciousness; but, 

„grateful for peace after tbe heat and the glare and the male excite- 
“ment of these recent days, he surrendered to her presence, feeling a 
little guilty when he recalled how he had acted towards her, 

She gave him his supper, sat down with him, and ate sparingly 
and in silence. While he finished his meal she sat back, watching 
him. She reminded him, as she sat in the shadows with her hands 
in her lap, of her attitude dúring the first evenings they had spent 
together; yet there was a diference. She had been remote, then, 
and the only expression he had been able to discern in her eyes had 
been one of inquiry. Tonight there was a repose in her face that 
told of gratification. Her eyes, profound and inscrutable as those of 
a cat, were lit only with knowledge, with possession. The talka- 
tiveness and the clinging anxiety, which she had come to display as 
their association progressed, were gone. She was all solicitude, but 
she no longer tried to intrude. She was content to wait upon him 
in silence and humility. 
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She said, “I have kept some water in a pitcher, in a cool place: 1 
know that you prefer it to wine when you are hot.” 

“Yes, I am still hot. Can you see it, then? I took a bath after 
the game, but I am still sweating.” 

“The heat is too great. Here the men do not play football in 
summer. They work when they have to, and when they do not 
work, they sleep. But then,” she sighed, smiling, ‘‘the English!” 

“We did not play until the sun began to go down. Besides, we 
are soldiers, we are used to it. Rosario came with us. He enjoyed 
the game.” 

She grimaced, ‘“That one!” 

“Oh, I like Rosario. Me is an intelligent fellow.” 

There was dissent in her eyes, but she did not answer. He lita 
cigarette. She said, “Go to hed early. It will do you good. There 
is still some cocoa left in the tin you brought. I will make you a cup 
in a little while, and you will sleep well.” 

“Aren't you going to have any?” 

“There is only a little left, and 1 do not like it much.” 

She moved away across the room, and as he spoke to her she 
turned her head to look back at him with a shy grace that he had 
never before noticed so acutely. Despite their moments of dis- 
harmony, she seemed beautiful in a new way each time he saw her, 
like a precious stone intricately cut and filled with changing lights 
and colours. He saw things in her that he had seen neither in his 
wife nor in any other woman before. 

It was hard to remember his wife now, and when he did so it 
was to compare her unkindly with Graziella. When he saw 
Graziella standing before him, miraculously still yet relaxed 
throughout her body, he remembered his wife standing tensed or 
fidgeting, a picture of impatience or uncertainty. When Graziella 
walked he flinched at the memory of his wife’s firm stride When 
Graziella received him with eyes that were like dark pools of sub- 
mission he remembered his wife's eyes, always anxious or angry or 
inquiring, always expressing some kind of conflict with his own. 
When Graziella embraced him hotly he remembered his wife’s 
alternate moods of ‘Breed or unwillingness, and lier pathetic grace- 
lessness. 

He told himself üa he was not being fair; that, under the spell 
of this dream-life between battles, his memory was being, warped. 
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Fe tried to remember the good times, the times that ought to make 
a man homesick, that were so remote from this alien, sun-sodden 
island; shopping with his wife on Saturday afternoon, for instance; 
spending an evening with her among their friends in the saloon 
bar of the Vicar of Wakefield; Christmas with the family—pud- 
ding, paper hats, roaring fire, the room full of warmth and laughter, 
his wife’s face flushed with merriment; sprawling side by side in two 
deck chairs at Margate. It was nc use. He could not make these 
memories real in his mind. It was the old life which had become 
alien; further away, beyond the battlefields, than the stars that 
sprinkled the night sky. Lethe was not more final, more potent 
than the narrow Simeto. 

Graziella was standing at the stove, fanning the charcoal glow 
with a tireless, hypnotic movement of her hand. She was looking 
at him, utterly without thought, and he submitted, living only in 
the pinpoints of light that gleamed from the darkness of her 
eyes. 

His eyelids drooped. He felt himself succumbing to the warmth 
and comfort which she wove about him. After a little while he 
went gratefully to bed. She brought his cocoa to him in bed as if 
he were her child, and when he had drunk she climbed in beside 
him. They were lying under a single thin coverlet. He felt her, 
vibrant, near him, but she did not interfere with his peace. She 
turned her face to him, scrutinizing him with an air of secret 
triumph, and put her arm loosely around his shoulders. “‘There!”’ 
she murmured, when he was comfortable against her. “‘Isn’t that 
nice?” There was something in her manner of a mother’s placid 
command. 

They talked drowsily. It was good to talk, of the baby’s upsets, 
of English dishes he wanted her to prepare, of his friends and her 
neighbours, of her childhood and his. 

“It feels so good,” he said, “‘to be here with you. All my worries 
disappear.” 

“You have many worries. I have seen.” 

“Not many.” 

“What is it, then, that disturbs you?” 

He hesitated. He could not bring himself to talk to her of his 
wife. Once they had been able to discuss the lives which they had 
left behind; but not now. He knew that it would ease him to talk 
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to her, in the datkness, of his wife, but he knew, too, that it would 
hurt her. “Oh, things happen in the company. Men do foolish 
things, and I have to punish them. I have to, or they would do 
worse things and get into more serious trouble. But sometimes 
they resent it.” 

“But they like you. I know. Honeycombe has told me, and 
women have told me, too.” 

“Perhaps. I don’t know. Men have curious minds. They are 
always looking for someone to blame.” 

“That disturbs you?” 

“It ought not to, but it does. Itis weak of me.” 

“Ah, no!” she murmured. ‘You have the heart of a man, not of 
a soldier.” : 

He closed his eyes. “And there is one of my friends who is in 
very serious trouble. You do not know him, but I have told you 
about him. He is the brother of the soldier who was killed the 
night we came.” c 

“‘They have not found him yet?” 

“No. He is one of the nicest men I have ever known, very quiet, 
very thoughtful. I do not know what happened to him.” 

“It is not strange, to want to avenge a brother.” 

‘Perhaps, but we cannot leave him at large to make things worse 
for himself. I have been to look for him twice. If we are to help 
him we must find him.” 

“I knew that the police were looking for him, but I did not know 
that you, too, wanted to find him.” She paused. He felt her fingers 
tighten on his shoulder, and as she spoke he was again aware of the 
secret triumph in her. “You should have told me before. If only I 
had known!” 

“Why? What can you do?” 

“You should have told me before! Ciccio will know.” 

“Ciccio?” 

“Ciccio will know. He and his band of ragamuffins, they wander 
all day in the streets, they steal, they make deals, they talk with 
everyone, they know every thief, every smuggler, every bad house 
in this town.” 

“It is not possible. One man in all this town!” 

“You do not know! There is nothing that these boys do not 
know about the bad things of this town. Among the bad people 
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here, there is a whole trade of hiding deserters. Ciccio himself has 
made money from it. He has told me ” 
“The little rat! And you people let him behave like that?” 
“Who is to stop him, and how? There are many like him.” 
“Where is he?” 
“You cannot do anything now. In the morning I will find him 
for you. Perhaps he will tell you something.” 
“When J get my hands on him, he will tell me something!” 
“In the morning,” she soothed. ‘‘There is time in the morning. 
Sleep now, darling, sleep ” 


The oil lump, turned down, made only a feeble stuin of light m 
the darkness. Rosario Jay on his narrow bed by the wall, listening 
to his mother’s wheezing from behind the curtain across the room. 
It was hot, and the confined space was fetid with the smells of the 
night and of pulic. On the other side of the wall the muimur of 
conversation had died down. 

He stared up into the ploom until his head ached and curtain 
of colour swirled before his eyes. These were the terrible houts, 
endless, when he could not sleep; his imagination raped, torturing 
his body, seizing on every sound that came from beyond the wall — 
the thump of bouts falling to the floor, the creak of the bed, laughte 
—to goad his passiuns into life. He gloated, in agany, on the ston 
that each sound told lum, and dreamed obscenities. He sank intu 
that ştate, on the borderlands of sleep, when the senses remain 
awake 10 outwaid stimulus but the mind is dizzy and released; 
fresh visions came, to tclieve his torment, of triumph and revenge. 
Disjointed scenes succceded each other; he was murdering her; he 
was standing, bloody and victorious after comhat, while her lover 
cowered at his feet and she looked on in wonder; he was saving both 
their lives and acknowledging their shamed gratitude; he was rith 
and successful, passing her arrogantly with an adoring woman on 
his atm and feasting on her discumfiture; he was dead, and she was 
weeping over him in remorse; he was haranguing the pcople, 
denouncing the foreigner and his whore, and the crowd was roar- 
ing for blood. There was solace in these dreams, but the pain on 
awakening was all the greater. 

He went over everything that had happened during the day, 
letting the mind twist good into bad, finding an evil motive for 

150 


every innocent action. He remembered how he had slouchedl, 
alone and unheeded, along the touchline of the football field while 
the British soldiers had cheered and shouted around him, excluding 
him from their boisterousness and jostling him without apology. 
Time after time Craddock had come running past, with never a 
look his way or a friendly wave. After the game, when the team 
had come off the field, Craddock had been a hero, the men had 
surrounded him, thumping him on the back and congratulating 
him. Rosario, eager to be at his friend’s side, to share his triumph 
and show his sratus to this crowd, bad pushed towards him and 
tried to walk off the field urm-in-arm with him, as was the way of 
friends in this country. Craddock had pulled his arm free and said, 
laughingly, “Here, l'm not your sweetheart!” What was that, 
Rosario usked himself now, but a repudiation? What else but an 
English insult? And why had he said “sweetheart”? What had he 
meant? Had Graziella told him? Was he mocking? Rosario 
remembered the murmuring he had heard through the wall, nd 
the laughter. Oh, if she had told him! If the two of them were 
laughing at his misery! He reached unde: the mattress and took 
out his knife. He pressed the flat of the blade against his chest, 
shocking himself awake with its icv touch. For that he could kill! 
He could kill! 

He sat up cautiously. He peered across the room, and made sure 
that his mother was asleep. He reached up to the picture that hung 
on the wall above him, and slowly moved it aside. Beneath it 
there was a tiny hole in the wall. He raised himself, careful to 
make no sound, and put his eye «the hole. ‘The humiliation was 
like a whip across his face. Something had driven him to bore this 
hole in the thin plaster wall, an inexplical-le longing to trample 
on the lust shreds of his dignity, to feed on the visible evidence of 
his own shame. He could sce nothing; even when they were awake 
he could only sce a spot of light through the hole, and an occasional 
blur of black as one of them moved across it. Now there was only 
darkness. 

He hated himself for this. It was the symbol of every thing in his 
life that had become filthy: Lis love, this roum. the ageing heap of 
decay that snored in the other bed, the sixpenny brothels to which 
he had to go to vent himself. And they, those two glutting them- 
selves on each other behind the wall, were the authors of his shame. 
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He lay back, but there was no rest. The visions continued to 
pass before him. 


In the morning Craddock and Graziella found Ciccio. He 
grinned impudently when Craddock asked for information, and 
held out his hand. “How much?” 

“Come on, what do you know?” 

“Cigarettes, money, alla same. How much?” There was a 
sparkle of cunning in Ciccio’s eyes. 

Craddock knocked the boy down with the back of his hand. 
Graziella was dumbfounded. He stood over Ciccio and spoke, 
briefly but with grcat anger. Ciccio whined threats and excuses, 
saw the look on Craddock’s face and began to sniffle. Graziella 
stood by, clutching her hands together in distress. She wanted to 
plead with Craddock; instead she appealed to Ciccio to speak. 
Craddock motioned her to be quiet and poked the boy in the ribs 
with the toe of his boot. He said roughly, “Well?” 

“I will find him,” Ciccio muttered. “But if I do not go to work 
this morning I will lose money.” 

“When you come back, ask the sentry for me. If yon do not 
come by twelve o’clock I will send the police for you.” 

“I will find him.” 

Ciccio went; and in the afternoon Craddock, Honeycombe and 
Fooks set off in the company truck to bring in Jobling. 

Harry had put as much distance as he could between hinwelf 
and his former hiding-place. The address which Ciccio had hiought 
back was on the outskirts of the town, among the warren of ruck- 
and-plaster hovels which sprawled beyond the Garibaldi Gate. 

Craddock drove out through the gate. At the crossroads a Mili- 
tary Police jeep was drawn up in the kerb, its crew of four still as 
a group of statues beneath the sun. “‘It can’t be far from herc,” said 
Honcycombe nervously. “‘If he starts shooting we'll have that lot 
on top of us in ten seconds. They'd blow the daylights out of 
him.” 

Craddock said, ‘““We won't give him the chance.” 

They turned off the main road and the truck crept into what 
seemed like a city of stables. There were no streets here, only un- 
paved tracks, baked into ruts and potholes over which the truck 
lurched and jounced. A frightening quietness hung over the whole 
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quarter. The windowless shacks leaned on each other as if in sleep. 
The people squatted in their doorways, looking at the truck in 
apathetic silence, cloaked like Arabs against tle sun, too indifferent 
even to brush away theflies that crawled on their malaria-drawn faces. 

The three men parked the truck and made their way on foot 
along an alley whose aperture was Jittle more than a dark crack 
between two houses, so narrow that they had not seen it until they 
had come abreast of it. Craddock was walking now as if he were 
on patrol. He raised his hand and the men behind him halted. He 
sidled along the wall untjl he came to a doorway. The seconds 
spun out in the sunlight as he edged himself round the jamb of the 
door. His movements were almost imperceptible, He looked back 
and nodded. The other two came on quietly. He laid the back of 
his hand against his cheek. Their quarry was asleep. He pointed 
at Honeycombe and at himself; at Fooks, then at the doorway. 
His companions signalled that they understood. They waited, 
aware of the loudness of their own breathing. He gave them the 
“come on” sign and plunged in through the doorway. Honey- 
comhe leaped after him and Fooks moved forward to block the 
doorway. 

Craddock was balf-way across the earth floor before Jobling 
awoke to the thump of boots. Craddock saw the look of panic 
and hatred in Jobling’s face and the hand sliding under the pillow. 
No time now for comradely pleading. He shouted, “The gun!” 
and hurled himself across Jobling’s body, groping fur the other 
man’s gun hand. Honeycombe dived low, as if in a rugby tackle, 
scooped the pistol from under the pillow and flung it across the 
floor to Fooks. Craddock toppled Lackwards on to the floor with 
Jobling on top of him, and a flu:ry of blankets 1 'l away from them. 
Jobling butted downwards with his head. Crad.ock felt the terrible 
impact against lis temple and half-swooned into darkness and pain, 
but he clung on tenaciously. Honeycombe came crashing down on 
top of them, chopping with his clenched fist at the back of Jobling’s 
neck. Fouks, from the door, could hear from among shem only 
an animal grunting, and, from Jobling, inarticulate noises of protest 
and fury. Jobling broke free. Blood poured from. his nostrils and 
stained the front of his shirt. Fooks came forward and grappled 
with him, Honeycombe dived for his knees, and they brought hin 
down like a pair of hunting dogs. Pinioned by their arms, Jobling 
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threw his head back, his mouth wide open in a soundiess agony. 
Craddock had picked up the pistol. He measured his distance and 
brought the barrel of the pistol down against the side of Jobling’s 
head. Jobling cried out, and Craddock struck again. Honeycombe 
relaxed and said, panting, “That’s iti” Jobling lay in a heap on the 
floor. 

“By God!” said Craddock, feeling his own forehead. “‘He’s give 
me a headache, all right!” 

They picked Jobling up and carried him to the truck. Craddock 
kept watch while the other two hid their captive under a tarpaulin 
and fastened up the tailboard again. 

“Where are we going, to put him? Fooks asked, as the truck 
slowed up outside the billet and turned in through the porch. “In 
rhe guardroom?” 

“In the stores,” Craddock answered. “I want to see what J can 
do with the captain before we give him up.” 

Craddock backed the truck right up to the door uf the stores su 
that no one could see what was being unloaded, and they bustled 
Jobling into the room. 

“Ihis is the best place,” Craddock said. “The window's bartec. 
I reckon we'll have to tie him up for a bit, though.” 

They bandaged the gash in Jubling’s head, bound hus hands and 
fuer, and made him as comfortable as they could ayainst a bale of 
old clothing. ‘I’m sorry, Harry,” Craddock said, ‘‘it’s for your 
own good. It won't be for lonp.” 

Jobling glared back. “You yellow dog! I never thought you 
could sink su low!” 

“Well bring you some grub in a jiffy.” 

They locked the door and went to their rooms to wash. 

A halt-hour later Craddock came downstairs. He asked the 
sentry, ‘Has the captain come in yet?” 

“Just gone into the office, sergeant.” 

Craddock went into the office. 

“Hallo, sergeant,” the captain said. “Where'd you pret that bruise 
on your forehead? Girl friend been biffing you with the old rol- 
ling-pin?” 

“Bit ofan accident, sir. May I have a word with your” 
> “Yes, I wanted ro sec you, too. I was just going to send for you. 
Do you feel like a bit of fun and frolic?” 
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“Why, whiat’s:wp; sir?” 

“Onders just come through from H.Q. The whole brigade’s off 
on a three-day scheme tomorrow. Like the idea?” 

“I don’t mind.” 

“You don’t sownd very enthusiastic, I think it’s a great idea. It’s 
just come at the right time. Now listen, here’s the form. We'll be 
shoving off at nine o’clock in the morning. The rendezvous is at 
Paterno, tomorrow evening, and we’li have all the details outlined 
to us when we get there. It sounds as if we'll be going up Etna way. 
I’ve got Porky typing out Orders now. Breakfast at seven, parade 
for inspection at eight. I want you to go round the rooms tonight 
and see that the men get their kit ready before they go to bed.” 

“Right, sir. Is that all?” 

“That's all for the time being. Now, what’s eating you?” 

“About Jobling, sir.” 

The captain looked up in surprise. “What about him?” 

“Tve got an idea 1I might know where he is.” 

“Where is he?” 

“Well, what I wanted to ask was, if we get him, couldn’t we do 
anything for him?” 

The captain took a typewritten sheet that Piggott offered him, 
signed it and answered, “You know where he is, don’t you?” 

There was a pause. Craddock said, ““Yes, sir. I was thinking that 
we could say he'd given himself up. Tha td make it better for him.” 

The captain buckled on his revolver belt. ‘‘Let’s go. Where is 
Le?” 

“Well, what about it, sir?” 

‘What about what?” 

“Fixing it up like } said.” 

“Sergeant Craddock, are you trying to barcain with me?” The 
captain strode towards the door. “Stand to attention and stop this 
bloody nonsense. Now, out with it, where is he?” 

Craddock said, “Weve got him in the stores.” 

“Piggott, tell the guard commander to detail an escort, and get 
me a driver for the truck. He’s not our prisoner. We'll hand him - 
over right away. Sergeant, you come with me,” 

Craddock pleaded, *‘Look, just give us a minute.” 

“Don’t daydream, sergeant. You’re in the Army. Remember? 
If you want me to overlook the way you’re acting, shut up.” 
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“Bur...” 
“I won't give you another chance. Shut up!” 
Craddock followed the captain to the stores. 


CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 


THe battalion toiled up into the mountains. Each time the men 
looked over their shoulders the panorama beneath them grew wider 
and more remote; at each halt the air was cooler; but the broad 
crater that crowned the tiered ranges never came nearer. 

The road drew a white line, zigzagging backwards and forwards 
on itself, up the unending slopes aliead of them. It led them through 
vineyards, orchards, cool woods of beech, chestnut and pine, 
fields of tall maize and plantations heavy with the scent of oranges; 
through farms, through huddled villages and little touns heaped 
upon the hillsides in level upon level of rippling, russet-uled 100fs, 

The noises of the march seemed tiny in this vast, crystal silence; 
the undulating distances offered to each man, as he looked out from 
the straggling file, loneliness and freedom. Flocks of goats came 
rushing down upon them with a music of bells. Oxen moved past 
with massive dignity, tolerant of the little hovs who goaded their 
‘Aanks with sharp-pointed sticks and urged them on with long- 
drawn cries of “‘Ah-guah! Ah-guah’’ The world of crowds was 
far below, beneath veils of mist. Here each human being was a 
separate mystery: a black figure looking down on them from the 
steep terraces; a glimpse of movement against a great cactus 
clump; a leathery face in a doorway; a woman ghding past in 
black dress and white headcloth, erect beneath a tall water-jar, 
secret and untouched by their cries of greeting. This was a world 
without shouting. The women’s voices came to them low and 
lamenting, the men’s in harsh animal grunts. 

They climbed on, leaving behind them the realm of human habi- 
tation. They were passing through a waste of black cinder. This 
was the zone where the earth made manifest its hidden agonie>. 
Every particle of soil had been burned to death. The mountain’s 
flanks spread beneath them in bulging slopes, pocked by old craters 
that thrust up their lips like a hundred clamant wounds, searred by 


broad tracks where fire had flowed, disfigured by long growths of 
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black lava; a scorched moon-landscape. The sky assumed its proper 
dimensions, no longer a flat sheet rising behind a solid scene but an 
infinity, of palé space in whose midst they crept. They sang and 
jested, seeking each other’s comfort in face of the revelation that ` 
they ‘were less than insects in this universe. But the vision did not 
frighten; the plains of death rhat surrounded them were possessed 
with the peace of death; all problems died here and the mind was 
liberated. 

Sicily lay at their feet, a mass of hill-contours crowded like the 
corrugations of a walnut, a fringe of flat plain scalloped by the sea. 
Towns were tiny white clusters, clinging to the hills or spread upon 
the plain. From these heights men looked down like gods; the rest 
of the human race was lost to sight; all those multitudes below were 
too insignificant to catch the clivine eye. Sea and sky fed the sensa-. 
tion of mastery. One mirrored the other, the same pale blue; and 
the clouds floated at eye level, flat-topped and flounced beneath, — 
like ribboned reflections of the Calabrian shore. The meeting 
place of sea and sky was imperceptible. There was no horizon, no 
place where the eye could rest and assure itself of reality. Was this 
the dream, or was yesterday the dream? The men were not con- 
scious of transition. Only the unreal present was real. They were 
exhilarated, purified, released. 

Captain Rumbold, sitting on a boulder, said to Perkington, 
“This is the life, eh?” 

Perkington raised his chin from his cupped hands. His eyes were 
heavy with thought, and he answered unwillingly, “I could stay 
here forever.” | 

“I don’t know about that. I see what you mean, though.” The 
captain pondered. “Yes, it’s a thought. Ever cone any climbing?” 

“No. Fm afraid I was never very active.” 

“I used to do a bit. Rock-climbing. In the Lake District. There’s 
something about it. I always wanted to have a go at the real thing, 
you know, Switzerland, but I could never afford it. I started saving 
up about fifty times, but I was never the thrifty kind. Good Time > 
Charlie, that’s me. I read all the books, though, you know, old. 
Smythe’s stuff, that kind of thing. About all 1 ever did read.” He 
reflected. ‘Damn funny, when you come to think of it.” 

' Perkington’s interest quickened. The self-conscious grin on 
Rumbold’s face was something he had never seen before. He had 
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nat expected confessions from the captain; for the first the he 
felr intimate with the other man, and his equal. He said, “I used 
to read the old voyages and histories. Anson, Prescott, Robinson 
Crusoe, Two Years before the Mast. I suppose that was why I was 
keen on the Odyssey. Do you know it?” 

l “Ancient Greeks, or something, wasn’t it? Not exactly in my 
ine,” 

“You'd like it. I: all took place in this part of the world. As a 
matter of fact, I was thinking about it just now.” 

Rurohold let a respectful moment clapse, uttered a noisy sigh of 
satisfaction and said, “Yc. this suits me all right. Funny, you join 
the Army and you find yourself perched up here. Talk about on 
top of the world! I'll tell you frankly, Pve never had so much fun 
in all my life. Oh, I had a good time before the war! I made a 
living, I sodded about, I did all sorts of things; women galore, you 
know. Butit never really meant a thing. Have you ever been hav- 
ing a hell of a fine time, getting on all 1ipht with everyone, and yet 
you somehow want to punch someone on the nose or kick a chair 
to bits, just through sheer boredom? Well, that was me,” 

Perkingron, in his turn, became confidential, trying, ro strengthen 
this new intimacy between them. “f know what you mean. I 
can’t say I led your kind of life, but 1 was fed up, too. I suppose I 
ought not to talk till I’ve seen a bit of action, but I musr say the 
war has heen an escape fur me.” He paused, and asked suddenly, 
“Have you ever tried to make sense of life?” 

“Can’t say I have. The world can go irs own sweet way without 
my help.” 

“Well, I did. And the more I tried to understand it, the more of 
a muddle ir seemed. Everything came to pieces in my hands as 
soon as I touched it. I was taught thar all sorts of things were true, 
and when I looked at the opposites, they were just as true. The 
university seemed all wrong, my parents and the things they be- 
lieved in seemed all wrong, my friends seemed all wrong, when 1 
looked at myself I seemed all wrong. The whole darned world 
seemed all wrong. You sce these things, and you feel responsible, 
burt you don’t know what to do about it. 1 spent four years getting 
an Arts degree, and ended up writing publicity for beauty prepara- 
tions. The money was all right, but I ask you!” 

“Sounds a damn good job to me.” 
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“TL. soppose you'd cali ittihat. But BVvery time 1 picked up 'the 
papers and saw what was happening ` in the world, 1 felt ike = 
crimigal. My job seemed parasitic and useless. I mean, what's thé 
use of living like that?” 

“Bit of a philosepher on the quiet, aren’t you?” 

“Oh, I don’t know. Do you want fo go back to the old grind 
after the war?” a © 

“After the war?” The captain screwed up his eyes and stared out 
across the landscape. “Anyone can see you’re new to the game.” 
He-pointed. ‘‘Look, there’s the Simeto.” 

Perkington peered down through the haze. He could just discern 
the dark line winding across the plain. The sight of the river and 
the captain’s words had reminded him of what was to come. The 
cold fecling crept back into his entrails. He was still a schoolboy, 
uninitiated. 


There had been a panic in the Via dei Martiri when the soldiefs 
assembled to march away, but the news soon spread that they were 
coming back. Nevertheless, without them the streer seemed bereft.: 
Rosariv could not remember when it had ever been so quiet before. 

He left his mother gossiping with a customer, and walked down 
towards the waterfront. There was no work for him at the billet 
today; the place was deserted, with only a handful of men left on 
guard. 

The sea was smooth and sparkling. Masts crowded the harbour. 
Rosario looked at the hundreds of Tittle craft, all Jong and low, all 
painted blue and white. Men were ..oving, on their decks. 

‘“Thev are loading stores.” 

He turned ar the sound of the low, strong vc.*7e. Francesca’s man 
was standing at his elbow. He said, “Cicou.” 

“Ciao.” 

Rosario said, “You are bold, today.” 

“Why bold?” 

“This is the first time I have seen you walking about in the 
street.” 

“I often walk.” 

“What do you fear? To be interned? They have not interfered 
with me.” 

“There is the risk. Besides, I have suffered much with malaria.” 
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“You are well now?” 

“For the moment. But it comes back.” 

“I know. If Francesca had gone to the soldiers they would have 
given her quinine for you,” 

“Francesca!” The man laughed. “She guards me like a she-wolf. 
No soktiers for her!” He put his hand inside his shirt. ‘Here, this 
pleased you when you saw me making it.” He drew out a wooden 
crucifix and offered it to Rosario. - 

Rosario examined it, passing his fingers over the body of the 
Christ. ‘It is a work of art,” he said reverently. ‘‘It is as smooth 
and supple as the living flesh, One can even see the agony in the 
face, although it is so small.” 

“And the wound in the side,” said the stranger. “You see the 
wound?” 

“Truly I see the wound. And the fingers clawing in agony at the 
nails that pierce the hands. It is worthy to be placed in the cathedral. 
You have seen the carvings in the cathedral? They are the work of 
Scipione di Guido, a great man. You know them?” 

“Yes, I have seen.” 

Rosario held the crucifix up before him. ‘‘A man touches a piece 
of wood, and the spirit breathes from it! To be an artist is to be like 
God.” 

The man said, “You work for the English?” 

“Yes. Why, do you want work?” 

“Do you ever work in the port?” 

“No.” 

‘“*Those are landing-craft, for an attack. Have you seen any sol- 
diers going aboard them yet?” 

“No. You are an inquisitive man. It is better not to be thus, 
particularly when one is in your position and mine.” Rosario held 
out the crucifix. “I am grateful to you for showing me this. It 
grieves me to relinquisir such an object of beauty.” 

The man said,‘‘Keep it. 1 shall make more.” 

“Truly? How much do you want for it?” 

“It is a gift.” 

“A gift? Tell me, what do you want from me? I know too much 
of the world to believe in gifts.” 

The man smiled. ‘“You are a sour one! We are comrades, of a 
kind, are we not?” 
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Rosario dropped the crucifix into his jacket pocket. “I thank you 
from my heart. This will make my mother very happy. She wilh 
weep over it.” 

“I am glad.” The stranger indicated the deserted street with a 
jerk of his head. “‘Iris better without them, eh?” 

“I am indifferent.” 

“Perhaps. But it is better, is it not?” 

Rosario shrugged his shoulders. ‘‘Yes.” 

“Francesca tells me you have spoken against them.” 

“Francesca lies. They are no worse than others. 1 am not a fool, 
to speak. ill of conquerors.” 

“But a man can think, non è vero?” The stranger paused. ‘I see 
the fishing-boats are going out again.” 

“Yes, there is plenty of fish.” 

“Do you know any of the fishermen?” 

““Yes, I have friends among them.” 

“Good friends?” 

“What is a good friend?” 

“Friends you can trust?” 

“Whom can one trust? Why?” 

“Do they go out far?” 

“I think that there are limits. Why all these questions?” 

The man said, “Sometimes one must trust. Can a fishing-boat 
cross to the mainland? In one night? Itis not far.” 

“What do you want?” 

“I want to go to the mainland.” 

‘“‘The Germans are there.” 

“Well, the English are here.” 

“Why do you want to gor” 

“I want to go home.” 

“Does Francesca know?” 

“What do you care?” 

Rosario pondered. ‘“‘Can you pay?” 

“I have some money.” 

“You will have to wait.” 

The stranger looked out across the harbour. “t to not want tọ 
wait too long.” 

Rosario sucked at his lower lip, and studied the other man. “‘] 
will make inquiries.” 
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“Good.” 

Rosario said, “I must go back to the shop. I cannot leave my 
mother for long. It is difficult fora man. Will you come back with 
me, to take some wine? My mother will want to thank you.” 

“Another time. Now I am going for a little walk.” 

The man went off along the street that led past the dock gates. 
Rosario watched, frowning. When the man was out of sight, 
Rosaria sighed, and made his own way home. He walked slowly, 
deep in thought. He passed the soldiers’ billet, paused, and turned 
back. He asked the sentry, “When will the company be back?” 

“No capeesh.” 

““Craddock—il sergente Craddock. Dov’é?” 

The sentry shook his head. ‘Craddock lontano. Not here.” 

Rosario racked his brains for English words. “Uffciali? 
Officers?” 

“No officers.” 

Rosario asked desperately, in Italian, “When will they come 
back? Tomorrow? The day after tomorrow?” 

The soldier caught the word domani. “Not tomorrow.” 

“But I have something of great importance to ask him.” 

““No capeesh.” The sentry turned away. 

Rosario lingered on the pavement for a moment, shrugged his 
shoulders and went home. 


CHAPTER NINETIEN 


Late on Wednesday evening the battalion was spread across a 
bare hillside, formed up for a mock attack. With the black wall of 
lava rising behind them in a menacing silhouette, the men looked 
up from the floor of an infinite cavern of sky into whose shadowed 
and mysterious depths the bleak slopes fell away beneath them. 
They lay for hours, talking quietly, while the cold crept into them 
anid the darkness thickened about them. No orders came; only the 
brief roar of a distant motor-cycle charging uphill, a voice raised 
far away in command, the rumble and crash of a falling boulder; 
each soutid burst out of the night to compel attention, and died 
in the silence. Men exchanged rumours. The fear of the unknown, 
so easily: aroused, awakened in them. Orders came, but not te 
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allay their uncertainty. The attack was called off. Cold and 

cramped, they assembled in platoons in the darkness and began to 

stumble downhill. Nobody told them where they were going. It 

was unnerving, trudging and slithering downwards, downwards, 

like blind men stumbling on the edge of space. The hours crept by, 

and they marched on, their legs aching with the strain of this descent 

through the darkness. They halted again, and squatted on their 
heels. Still nobody told them what was happening. Shouts echoed 

in the night, and officers congregated mysteriously. They heard 

lorries crashing and lurching up towards them, and the banging of 
falling tuilboards. Officers came hurrying back to shout at them, 

hustling them up on to their feet, stirring them again to a confusion 

of movement. The racn milled and thronged in the dark, colliding, 

cursing and shouting question... They were herded into the lorries, 

the officers packing them in, despite a hubbub of protests, until they 

were jammed to suffocation in the darkness. The tailboards, 
slammed into place, pressing them even tighter. Engines roared 

again, and the lorrics moved off in convoys creeping downwards 

like a row of black beetles against the pale edge of the sky. 

To the men, crammed upright in the lorries, breathing in each 
uther’s fuces, dashed against each other’s weapons and equipment 
by every bounce and jolt, it seemed as if they were boxed up in 
great coffins and being lowered violently into a bottoinless grave. 
The din of engines deafened them. Newcomers to the battalion 
shouted bewildered questions to each other; they had been flung 
without warning from one compartment of life into another; they 
, were aggricved and humiliated. The older hands said nothing, as 
they swayed and sweated in the darkness; for them the familiar 
journey into the inhuman lad begun again. 

At last they saw the sunlight. They glimpse.’ houses and heard 
the voices of children. The lorries halted, and the men climbed 
down, stiff and sick. They were in town, parading outside the 
battalion’s headquarters. Once more the officers hurried away. 
Fragments of conversation came to them to heighten their suspense. 
Still unenlightened, they marched oif. 

Rumbold’s company tramped through the ot +ts, glad to be 
breathing fresh air and moving their limbs again. ‘They turned into 
the Via dei Martiri. Doors opened. The women appeared, 
dishevelled from sleep, clutching their babies and welcoming the 
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men with agonized smiles of relief. A soldier muttered, ““Thank 
God we're home!” The rank came to life with recognition, with 
reassurance; but the chill of uncertainty persisted. 

They halted, and waited for the command to dismiss. It did not 
come. Impatience grew in each man like an itch. The officers and 
sergeants had gone away, and the men leaned on their rifles, hitch- 
ing their packs higher on their shauiders to relieve the strain. They 
talked, unchecked by their N.C.O.s. The reinforcements grew 
more and more garrulous, the veterans more taciturn. 

The officers appeared. Captain Rumbold came forward. He 
shouted, “‘Company Me 

The conversation died away. 

“Atten—shun !”’ 

Rifle-butts crashed. The ranks were still. 

““Stannat—ease! Stand easy now, keep quiet, and pay attention.” 

Even the women felt the strain in the men’s hush, and they 
quieted their children. 

“Before you’re dismissed, I’ve got something to tell you. As 
from now, the battalion is under notice to move. We've no further 
orders yet, but all guard duties are cancelled, you'll remain in the 
vicinity of the billet, and you'll keep your battle order packed. 
Mail will continue to be collected, but if you’ve got any letters to 
write, you’d better get them off now. There may not be time later. 
There'll be plenty for you to do. I’m putting two platoons on 
scrubbing the billet down from top to bottom, and one platoon on. 
packing up spare stores and sending them back to Battalion H.Q. 
You'll be allowed out this evening, unless I get orders to the con- , 
trary, but I want you all in by nine o’clock, and God help any man 
who isn’t. That’s all for now. Don't get excited. It may never 
happen. Fall the men out, sergeant-major.” 





Craddock wanted to get away from the uproar, but everyone 
crowded round him. 

Fooks grabbed his arm. “‘’Ere, sarge, comin’ out tonight? 
Platoon beer-up. Everything’s on me.’ 

Craddock said, “No, thanks, Wal.” It had come. What in- 
credible tricks time and a man’s mind played with him! Right up to 
that last moment when the platoon leaders had crowded round the 
captain in the courtyard, it had been too remote to imagine. He 
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had even wanted it to come. Why was he always discontented with 

what he had? Now that i it was here he dreaded it, 

; Ling moaned, “Bleed’n’ cheek! What they wanna pick on us 
orè?” 

The sergeant said, ‘‘Cheer up, Sparrow, every mile’s a mile on 
the way to Bethnal Green.” That was a lie if there ever was one! 
Every mile was a mile further away from the land of the living, 
into a wilderness whose milestones were graves. Bethnal Green— 
Slough—a wife, a daughter—did they really exist beyond the 
mists? 

One of the reinforcements asked him, “‘Do you reckon we're for 
it, sarge?” 

He answered, ““Maybe, maybe not. There’s plenty of false alarms 
in this business. Take those buckets upstairs.” It was like having a 
limb torn off to think of telling Graziella. In these last three days 
away from her, he had realized how much she meant to him. He 
had been happy enough by day, in the heat of action, but at night, 
lying alone in his blanket beneath the stars, he had ached with 
misery at being apart from her. He had dreamed of the embrace of 
her limbs, all softness and strength; of her satin smoothness, and of - 
the fire in which she enveloped him; of her subtlety and her sim- 
plicity; of her fury and her submission; of her healing silences and 
her profound understanding. She could behave like his slave and 
make him feel like her child. 

Tiger came up to him. “Sarge, old Rosario’s outside. He’s ask- 
ing for you. Says it’s important.” 

Craddock looked at the windows, wondering where he could 
hide for a while in solitude and peace. “Tell him to go and take a 
running jump. I’m busy.” He could not fas: her. In their first 
encounters it had been little more than friendship, than sympathy, 
that had made him want to bring her to life. It was only in their last 
few times together that he had come to recognize that something 
more than enjoyment burned in her. The life which had flowered 
in her was his own. When they were together her eyes were on 
him all the time; she could see nothing else but him. In her room 
she moved about him like the moon about the sun. When he laid 
‘his hand on her breast he was filled with awe at the frantic beating 
of her heart. To leave her would be to wrench the life out of her. 

Tiger came back. “‘He says he must see you.” 
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He could not tell her tonight. It was not so much her passion he 
needed, for one last night, as her calm. Perhaps he would think of a 
way to hint, to prepare her. He said, ‘Ler him wait. You go on 
upstairs.” The boy looked wan. “What's up, kid? Not worried, 
are you? Why don’t you go out with Fooksy and the boys to- 
night? And get your hair cut. You look like a bloody violinist.” 

Honeycombe appeared.” Why couldn’t they leave him alone? 
Honeycombe said, ‘Well, this is what you wanted. Glad we're 
shoving off?” 

Craddock said, “Tm not sorry.” 

Honeycome studied him. “‘Going to see her, Joe? You can stay 
the night if you want to. I'll look after things here. I can always 
give you a call if the balloon goes up.” 

Craddock said, ‘‘I reckon I will. Thanks.” 


An hour passed; then another. Rosario walked back to the shop, 
hovered in the doorway, unable to take his eyes from the gateway 
of the billet; returned, as if drawn by something beyond his power, 
to the billet; walked back to the shop; and returned again. 

Soldiers hurried to and fro past him, ignoring him. They were 
loading a lorry, with much noise, in the courtyard. They were 
plodding up and down the stairs with ammunition boxes on their 
shoulders. They were emptying buckets of dirty water down the 
drains and heaping piles of rubbish in a corner. Men pushed him 
out of the way, or shouted to him brusquely to stand aside. He felt 
the purpose in all this activity. They were men, preparing for a 
man’s job. They did not look upon him as one of their kind. All 
recognition, all kinship had faded from their eyes. He was less 
than an outcast, standing slackly in their midst; he was only an 
obstruction. He had seen the blind fear in the women’s faces today. 
It was not for him. They, too, looked through him as if he were 
nothuman. These incomprehensible women, who had once nodded 
approvingly when they thought of his courage‘in finding his own 
way back, alone among all their men, from this war they hated, 
even they at this moment despised him because he was exempt from 
the hated ordeal. 

He asked himself, again and again, “What business is it of thine?” 
He tried to`put out of his mind the thing that was worrying him. 
He told himself that they were going away, at last they were going 


away, and the street would be quiet and free once more. Graziella 
—his throat constricted at the thought—Graziella! Graziella! —— 
she would be alone, stricken, humbled, creeping to him for comfort 
and for protection. She would be another man’s leavings. He 
would taste that other man’s kisses on her mouth. What did it 
matter? They would soon be gone; they would soon be gone. 

He walked back to the gate and, for the third time, timidly asked 
the sentry if he had seen Sergeant Craddock. “Andare via,” said the 
sentry, “he’s busy.” Why could he not forget it? Why could he 
not keep away? “What business is it of mine?” he asked himself 
again, He looked for Craddock among the thronging soldiers, 
stifled by the impatience and the resentment that warred within him. 
What he knew, he told himself, it might be something of import- 
ance; it might be the bombshell that he could explode in the midst 
of all their indifference. They would all pause in their activity, and 
look his way, and whisper. Craddock would listen attentively, 
would put eager questions, would clasp his hand in warm gratitude. 
Graziella would gaze at him with big eyes. And that Francesca, 
how she would suffer! Tic waited, and waited, and waited. 

Craddock came out through the gate. His face was heavy with 
care. His eyes rested on Rosario for a moment in recognition, but 
without grecting, and he walked past. Rosario was overwhelmed 
at the same time with relief at seeing, him, and with resentment. He 
laid his hand on Craddock’s arm and said, “I sent messages, but you 
did not receive them.” 

Craddock paused unwillingly. “I received them.” His face was 
unyieldiny. 

Rosario suppressed the quiver of anger that intruded into his 
voice. “I have been waiting for hours.” 

“Iam busy. What do you want?” 

“There is something, I must ask you.” 

“tt will have to wait. Iam husy.” 

“tt is about Frances. a’s man. Have you never been suspicious of 
him?” 

Craddock looked impatient. *“What riddles are you wasting my 
time with now?” 

“No riddles. Have you never noticed that he is afraid to appear 
in the street?” 

It was clear that Craddock was not listening. He was looking 

167 


away, towards her door, and his whole body was poised to move on. 
“Have you never asked yourself why?” Rosario asked desperately. 

Craddock looked at him with unconcealed scorn. “Perhaps it 
is because he is a deserter,” he said in a rough voice, with a cruel 
emphasis on the last word. 

A great heat of fury was mounting inside Rosario.. He could not 
control the shuddering of his breath as he said, “He has spoken to 
me. 

““Well, why tell me? Was it such an honour?” 

Rosario was choking, but he could not tear himself away now. 
“He was asking me questions about the soldiers. He wants to go to 
the mainland. I tell you he plans some harm.” 

“What harm? Everybody is asking questions about the soldiers.” 

“But let me tell you...” 

“Tell me tomorrow!” Craddock said violently. 

“Tomorrow! Rosario shouted. “Where will you be to- 
morrow? Is that the way to talk to a friend?” 

Craddock was already walking away. He said thickly, over his 
shoulder, ‘‘Friend! You make me sick!” 

He disappeared into Graziella’s house. Rosario watched, speech- 
less and shaking. His whole body was shaking horribly, as if the 
malaria were upon him. Hot tears of anger rolled down his cheeks; 
he could only breathe in gulps. If he had had his knife with him he 
would have plunged it into that broad back, to avenge his bruised 
manhood. He made his way back to the shop, dreamy with hatred. 
He went to his bed and fumbled beneath the mattress. He heard 
his mother’s wheezy voice from behind her curtain, coming to him 
from an infinite distance, a noise in his ears without meaning. He 
could hear the two of them, already, beyond tlc wall. He paused 
in his search and listened, his whole body rigid, his head thrown 
back, his mouth open; listening, like a dog. 


CHAPTER TWENTY 


A Fan of daylight opened across the floor as Craddock entered 

the room. Graziella, her back to him, lay on the bed in an ugly 

heap, with her face pressed into the pillow and her legs tucked up 

beneath her out-thrust buttocks. She stirred as the light touched 
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the pillow, raised herself on her hands and looked at him over her 
shoulder. Craddock heard the door creak behind him as he closed 
it with his heel. Graziella was looking at him as if the daylight 
had blinded her; her smile of welcome, as the shadows flitted over 
her face and advanced across the room behind the closing door, 
seemed to be an afterthought. 

The room was almost dark now. Craddock said, “Well, I have 
returned.” 

She swung her body round, lowered her feet to the floor and 
stood up, with tired movements. 

“Aren't you glad to see me?” he asked. 

She nodded absently. Her smile deepened, but there was some- 
thing forced in it. She came into his arms and let him kiss her. She 
moved away into the room, and he followed her, noticing with 
perplexity her bowed head and her embarrassed, secretive smile. 
She seemed to be oppressed by private thoughts. She took down a 
decanter and a tumbler with automatic movements, and poured“ 
wine for him. The clink of glass and the gurgle of the wine were 
loud in the silence. Shc said, “Do you want to tat?” 

“No.” 

“Are you tired?” Her voice was uninterested. “Did you have a 
hard time?” 

“No.” He drank his wine, feeling less sure of himself every 
moment, 

She went to the mirror, sbook her hair out and began to comb it 
energetically. “Little happened while you were away. Filomena’s 
baby has been born, a little girl.” 

Now it was Craddock who was silent. 

She went on chattering, “It was not a difficult birth, the child is 
so small, it is like a little doll.” Her voice was hard and bright. She 
tore at her hair with the comb. “‘It displeased you to find me like 
this? You surprised me, coming thus. Earlier I was prepared for 
you, but you did not come.” 

Craddock stared into his wine-glass. 

“Ecco!” She turned to face him again; passing her hands back 
tenderly over her hair. “‘See how it shines!” 

Craddock smiled painfully. Her eyes were intent upon him; all 
the animation went out of her and she turned away again, her hands 
against her waist, cleaning one thumbnail with the other. When she 
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Jooked at him again, ler eyes were dulled ås though by an anaes- 
thetic. “You are going away.” 

“How do you know?” 

“Everybody knows.” 

He said, “It is too soon to know.” 

“It is not certain?” 

“Nat, yet.” 

“And you? What do you think?” 

He heard her laboured breathing in the silence. Her eyes were 
compelling. He braced himself with a long breath and said, “We 
« shall go.” 

She was still working at her fingernails, frowning down at them 
as if nothing else concerned her. She asked, “When?” 

“I do not know.” 

“Soon?” 

He hesitated again. ““Very soon, I think.” 

Again the silence, and her quick, harsh breathing. He said, 
“You must not sadden yourself. We both knew that it had to 
happen.” 

Her bearing was listless. There was no sign of interest in her eyes. 
He felt that although he was standing before her she could not see 
him. He repeated, “We both knew that it had to happen, non è 
vero?” 

' Her eyes opened wide, replying in mute pain and resentment, as 
if he had struck her violently on the forehead. When she spoke, he 
could discern only a muffled irritation in her voice. “I heard you 
the first time.” She rubbed her hands, the fingers pointing straight 
downwards, up and down her skirt; it was a habit of hers. She 
cried suddenly, “Why do you talk to me like that? Do you think 
that I am a child?” 

He said helplessly, ‘Then what is there to say?” 

She looked past him in silence; then she said, in a strangled, 
unconfident voice, ““Stay with me.” 

He held out his hand to her, and pleaded, ‘‘Graziella!” 

She ignored his hand. She said again, this time in a clear and 
decisive voice, ‘Stay with mel” 

“You do not know what you are saying.” 

“T know what I am saying. It is simple. Stay with me!” 

He said gently, ‘“Try to be calm.” 
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“Try!” She spoke with fury. “Oh!” She pressed her fists against 
her breast. ‘‘Here, how do you feel here? How can you breathe? 
How can you smile? What a beast is aman! To part is nothing to 
you! For you love is only a game of deceit! You feel nothing, 
nothing, nothing!” 

He was ashamed of the feebleness of the only words he could 
summon. “That is not true.” 

“It is true! Iris clear that you do not know me. You would not 
have spoken thus if you knew me. But I know you. I know every 
movement of your body and every beat of your heart. I know 
every lvok on your face and every thought in your head. Do you > 
think you can lie toa woman? You have enjoyed yourself with me, 
and if you feel a little sorry to leave me, you tell yourself that there 
will be more women. Look at you! Your mind is not occupied 
with what I am saying. Already you are thinking of journeys, of 
battles, of adventures. It is of no use that I cry out, that I empty my, 
heart to you! There is no love or pity in your eyes. 1 see nothing 
there bit disdain, but hatred for this woman who throws herself mn 
vour path...” 

Craddock interrupted her with a force that rendered him almost 
inarticulate. “That is not true! What —what do you want me to 
do? How can I show what I feel? Do you want me to cry like 1 
baby? Will that make you more happy?” 

“‘Contenta?” she echoed derisively. “Listen to the man! What a 
word he tings at me! When he is gone I shall be a woman ruined 
and empt,. Butno! There is not a thought in lis head about what 
will become of me!” 

“And me?” Craddock burst forth. "Have you thought of what 
is going 10 becume of me?” 

“No!” she taunted, the tears streaming dov n her face. “Of 
course not! I have not lain awake at nights, while you slept, and let 
the hot tears fall on your body, thinking of the wounds that might 
torture it! I have not felt dread in my heart every time I saw « 
crippled soldier crawling on his stumps up the church steps! I 
have not looked at your face and remembered the face of the mad- 
man who once stared at us in the street!” 

Craddock muttered, “Oh, my poor Graziella!” He went to- 
wards her and reached out for her, but she backed away from him, 
and sat huddled on the bed, sobbing furiously. She gasped, be- 
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tween sobs, “Why do you think I want to keep you? Only to bring 
me food? Only to buy me gifts? Only to make love with me?” 

“Graziella,” he said, “I did not think that. I do not want to hurt 
you.” 

She sat up, wild and trembling. ‘“‘Then stay with me!” 

He shrugged his shoulders hopelessly. ‘“What use is it for me to 
talk? Again and again you say the same thing. You tell me that 
you are not a child, but you refuse \o think, you say the same thing, 
again and again, like a child.” 

‘Why like a child? Other men have done it.” 

“Deserters!” he said with loathing. 

“Deserters, yes! Whom are you going tu desert, your comrades 
or me? lf you knew what love meant, there would not be any 
doubt!” 

Craddock could bear no longer to be hounded both by her and 
by his own unhappiness. “Fur the love of God!” he said violently. 
“You talk like a crazy woman! Doubt? There is no doubt! I um 
a soldier. You have known that all the time.” 

“I know one thing now,” she jeered, *‘that I did not know before. 
You are afraid! You are afraid to be hunted! You are afraid to be 
shot! You are afraid of your comrades! You are afraid of love! 
You are a coward!” 

He strode across to the bed and scized her roughly by thie 
shoulders. She threw her head back and glared up at him in 
defiance. He shouted, “Mad one! Listen! I am not afraid. It is not 
out of fear that I fight. You!—You pretend to understand! You 
do not even begin to understand a man!” He threw her back on the | 
bed. “lam aman. You cannot expect me to be otherwise.” 

“Rosario is a man. He did it!” 

“Rosario! That—thing—a man!” 

“And ihe German?” she shrilled, utterly beside herself now, ““He 
is not a man? He is not a soldier? They are soldiers, they are better 
soldiers than all the others, they are better soldiers than the English!” 

“What German?” 

“Francesca's German!” She was showing her teeth like a cat, 
crouching on the bed, spitting the words up ar'him. “Ha! The big 
man knows everything! The woman knows nothing! Well, there 
is something you did not know. Even a German soldier will desert 
for the woman he loves, he deserts because he is a man, a real man!” 
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“Francesca’s German,” echoed Craddock, hesitating, remem-' 
bering. He turned on her again. “You fool! He is no deserter! 
There are hundreds of Germans on this island, who were left be- 
hind in the retreat. They wait, in civilian clothes, for the chance to 
escape. Every day, in our battalion, we are warned about them, 
told to watch for them. Deserter! Even now he is preparing to 
leave his darling Francesca and to escape to the mainland. You 
see,” he said, leaning over her and speaking with great bitterness, 
“they are soldiers, roo. They fight to the end. They are men.” 

She was coiled on the bed, not moving, but panting quickly and 
following him with her eyes like a trapped animal. “By God,” he 
thought, in the midst of his anger, ‘‘she’s lovely!” He said, ‘‘But he 
will not escape. In five minutes he will be behind bars.” He turned 
towards the door. ‘‘Graziella, I shall come back soon. Try, for the 
two of us, to calm yourself. Force yourself to think, and you will 
sec reason.” 

She let him take a couple of paces, watching him in disbelief? 
then, with a hoarse cry of protest, she flew after him and flung her- 
self upon him. ‘‘No!”’ she cried. ““You must not betray him. You 
will break Francesca’s heart. Leave them in peace.” 

He tried to pull her arms from about his neck, but her fingers 
were locked behind his head and the whole weight of her body lay 
upon him. If he had broken free she would have crashed in a heap 
at his feet. He said, “‘Let me go!” 

She moaned, “I will kill myself if I have betrayed her!” She thrust 
her body up against his and tightened her arms about him in a 
feverish embrace. ‘‘Afterwards, do what you like afterwards, but 
stay with me now.” She was crying again. Big tears fell quickly 
and. silently and splashed, scalding, on the back: of his hands. Her 
face was close to his, imploring, and she smothered him with kisses. 
He muttered, “‘Let me go!”’—his voice scarcely audible. His legs 
were weak as if the bones were going soft, and the blood raced 
through his veins like molten metal. “Afterwards, afterwards!” 
she panted. She was fastened upon him like a beast upon its prey. 
He was overwhelmed by the yielding pressure of her body. He 
could see nothing but her great eyes close against him. He could 
hear nothing but her heartbeats and his own. Resolution, anger, all 
thought, melted away in the blaze that enveloped him. She bore 
him backwards, her will irresistible. She wept and babbled over 
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him as they sank upon the bed, and in the gasping laughter that 
came from her throat, there was compassion and triumph. 


Rosario heard it all. 

He moved away from the wall, trembling. He felt sick and soiled. 
He waited for a moment, irresolute, and in that moment he felt that 
his opportunity had passed. How could he break in on them now? 
Even if he killed the Englishman; even if he killed them both, 
thrusting his knife down and down and down again into his own 
defeat, into his own shame, into his own uselessness, he would not 
look less the fool; the cuckold who had never even been a 
husband! 

There were still sounds coming through the thin wall; the creak 
of the bed and—for Rosario it was the breaking-point—-a low, 
throaty laugh from Graziella. His legs nearly buckled under him, 
and the pain Icaped and bit inside him like a fox sewn up in his 
vitals. He strode out into the street, stood for a moment blinking in 
the sunlight and swaying in front of her door like a drinkard. The 
hilt of the knife burned in his hand. His mind became clear; a great, 
obsesser| emptiness. He turned away from her door and went 
across the strect. 

He was half-blind with the sweat in his eyes when he halted 
outside the door of Francesca’s house. He kicked the door open. 
Francesca and her man were sitting at the table, cating. Francesca 
looked up, her face blank with surprise. The min looked at Rosario, 
saw his swaying stance, his lowered face. Without panic the Ger- 
man reached for the short, black-handled knife wluch was plunged 
into a loaf on the table. He did not take his eyes from Rosario’s 
face as he rose, and, with a shove of his foot, sent the chair scraping 
back from beneath him. 

Francesca screamed. 

With the back of his free hand Rosario wiped the sweat and the 
shame out of his eyes. He jeered, “Ciaou, tedesco!’ and advanced 
into the room. 


Across the road, Craddock heard Francesca’s scream. A few 
moments later there was another scream, even more high-pitched. 
It echoed somewhere in the back of his consciousness, and he recog- 
nized it, as apathetically as if it were a note of music, as a man’s 
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death-scream. But Graziella was holding him, and he was lost in a 
fiery haze. 

Graziella lay beside him, supine and slack like a gorged animal, 
staring up at the ceiling with unseeing, triumphant eyes. Her hand 
was moist and soft in his. Her breast rose and fell, slow and power- 
ful as the sea. A distant clamour came to him from the street, shouts, 
screams, running footsteps, sounds without meaning that were lost 
in the shadowed room. He felt drugged. 

He rose. His legs were unsteady for a moment; then the strength 
returned to them. He wandered aimlessly up and down as he tidied 
his clothes, frowning and silent. 

Graziella did not move; the heaving of her breast quickened and 
her eyes followed him as he walked to and fro. He went slowly to 
the door. The set of her face did not change, but the points of light 
shifted and flickered in her eyes, and a dozen different women 
looked out in succession from their depths. 

He said, “Goodbye, Graziella.” 

She turned her head slightly. Her dark eyes were flecked with a 
yellow fire of contempt. She stared at him as if she were pro- 
nouncing a silent curse upon all men. He went out. 

In the street, he felt numbed. He was not aware of the pavement 
beneath his feet. The clamour around him still did not reach him, 
and the growing, crowd on the opposite pavement had no signifi- 
cance. Only dimly aware of his mission he walked across the road. 
He pushed through the crowd, reached the two soldiers who barred 
Francesca’s doorway with their rifles, looked over their shoulders, 
and discovered that he was too ite. 


CHAPTPFER FWENTY-ONE 


Wen the soldiers awoke the next morning and opened the ont- 
ward windows of their billet to enjoy the cool, fresh air, there was 
something about the view across the sea that mystified them. 
More men came to the windows; then they realized; the harbour 
was empty of landing-craft. 

They went downstairs for breakfast, where two pieces of news 
awaited them; the first, that at four-thirty a.m. British troops had 
landed on the coast of Southern Italy; the second, that their own 
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battalion was under twenty-four hours’ notice to move and was 
confined to billets. 

The great machine was rolling again. Aircraft roared overhead, 
ships crawled northward against the skyline, columns of lorries 
rumbled through the town. The machine was rolling. When 
would they be fed into it? 

Nobody knew where they were going. Even Captain Rumbold 
was puzzled, for they were not travelling northward, in the stream 
of the invasion, but south, by rail, to Syracuse, where they were to 
go aboard ship. Where to? He shrugged his shoulders and told his 
questioners to get on with their duties. Some said that they would 
go to Italy, to reinforce the invasion. Some pointed our that they 
had been practising beach landings for weeks, and that they might 
very well be headed for some fresh assault at a new point on the 
Italian coast. Some spoke, with dread, of the possibility that they 
might be bound for the jungles of the Far East, and recalled recent 
rumours of mysterious bales of equipment locked up at battalion 
headquarters. Some optimists ventured the old, evergreen guess— 
they were going home. Men can cope mentally with the grimmest 
of prospects if they know, at least, what awaits them. Svidiers, 
in their journeyings, are denied this consulation. To the men in 
the biller that day, all ahead was dark. They busied themselves 
with their preparations and the building echoed with their merri- 
ment. 


Craddock received permission from the captain to visit Rosario, 
who was in hospital with a shallow knife wound across the stomach. 

He walked past the closed door of Gruziella’s house, feeling 
numbed and indifferent. He did not want to see her. He would 
have been embarrassed if she had appeared suddenly to confront 
him. They had nothing more to say 10 each other. 

He reached the hospital and found Rosario. After they had 
exchanged greetings, Rosario said, ‘Have you come to have a look 
at the fool?” 

“Are you not glad that you killed him?” 

“Yes, I am pleased. It is a paradox. I am pleased because I 
showed myself a man. But it is the thought of a child, to content 
oneself thus. When we do the greatest and the most terrible things 
in life, we are children,” 
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“But it was a good thing to do. He was a German.” 

“German, Italian, Englishman, what is the difference? If you 
seize a man by the shoulder and say, ‘Look, there is the enemy,’ 
he will go, no matter at whom you point. ‘The enemy’, that is 
what he always needs. Perhaps he is seeking someone on whom to 
inflict his own misery.” 

“That does net make sense to me.” 

“It does not make sense when a drum beats. But what do you 
feel inside when you hear it?” 

“That is not why we hate the Germans. We know why we fight 
them. Do you not feel angry when you think of what they did to 
poor little Aldo?” 

“They alone did not do it” 

“It was their bomb. Ir was their mind that planned it, and we do 
not want such minds to rule the world. What they did to Aldo 
they would do to the world. What future has the child, without 
hands, because of them?” i 

“As good a future as anv of his countrymen. He will mahe a 
good beggar.” 

“Many of your conntrymen do not think like you. In the North, 
there are already Italians fighting the Germans. 1 have heard it on 
the radio. There are entire brigades of Italian partisans, and heavy 
battles are being fought between them and the Germans. Are they 
not right to fight?” 

“Ask them. They know. I do not know.” 

Craddock insisted, “Will you not fight again?” 

Rosario opened his mouth to answer, pondered, and grinned a 
little. “I do not know . . . Perhaps . . . It was futile for me to run 
away from the war. Each of us is at war all the tine. In the big war, 
ull the little wars are fought. Is that why you came to see me, to ark 
me all this?” 

“No, idiot. I,came with these things.” Craddock pave him 
cigarettes and chocolates. “Is there anything else you want?” 

“Yes.” Rosario turned his face away. ‘‘Graziella.” 

Craddock rose to his feet. 

“You see,” said Rosario hoarsely, “I em not preud, eh?” 

“I’m going now. Get better quickly.” 

“Why?” 

Craddock said, ““You ask too many questions. And because you 
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cannot find the answers, you decide that nothing is of any use. I 
know a lot of people like you. They hide from life behind words. 
It will do you good to fight.” He held out his hand. “Well, so 
long!” 

Rosario took his hand and said, “Goodbye!” 


Harry Jobling rose to his feet and stood respectfully to attention 
when Captain Kumbold entered his cell. 

“All righu,” said the captain, “sit down. Hows your head?” 

“It doesr’t bother me, sir. They took the stitcLes out yesterday.” 

The captain passed him a cigarette. “It’s all right, you can smoke 
while Pm here. They treating you all right here?” 

Jobling grinned ruefully. “I’m not grumbling.” 

The captain lit his own cigarette. ‘Well, you did a silly thing 
there, lad.” 

“I know.” 

“Feeling better?” 

Jobling grimaced. ‘‘No use eryin’ over spilt milk.”” He reflected. 
“I dort know what come over mie.” 

The captain said, ‘“Well, it’s over and done with. Did you know 
the battalion was shoving off?” 

“Yes, the sentry told me.” He said timidly, “J suppose there's no 
chance of my coming with, I mean, under escort or something?” 

“Not a chance. You're booked for a court-martial.” 

“I mean, couldn’t the colonel fix it up? You know.” 

The captain shook his head. 

“Pm not whinin’,” Jobling said. “I’m not worried about what’s 
coming to me. Ir» the thought of staying here when the battalion’s 
moving. The battalion, well, I mean, it’s like your home, isn’t it?” 

“We've been doing what we can,” said the captain, “that’s what I 
came to tell you. I thought you'd like to know. I’ve left behind a 
long statement of evidence that I collected from the chaps at the 
billet. Between you and me and the old doorknob, it’s quite a work 
of art. Anyway, it ought to do you bit ofa good. And the colonels 
put in a deposition about your character that makes you sound like 
Saint John the Baptist. You won't recognize yourself when you 
hear it.” 

Jobling said, “Thanks. What d'you reckon TIl get?” 

"No idea,” said the captain. “It depends on who they appoint to 
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conduct the court-martial. That’s something no one’ll know till 
after we're gone. Anyway, we've asked for you to get a quick 
trial. If you box clever and keep your mouth shut, and put yourself 
across as a good bey, you ought to be able fo count on a suspended 
sentence.” 

“That means TIl come back to the battalion.” 

“Yes, straight from the courtroom. Then, as long as you kept 
your nose clean, you wouldn’t hear any more abour it. But the 
moment you stepped out of line, even for the most trivial offence, 
back you’d go to clink, to serve out your term.” 

“You wouldn't have to worry about that, sit.” 

“Well,” said the captain, ‘that’s the way it is. Don’t count your 
chickens. You never know what might happen. Bur with a bit of 
luck, that’s how itll work ovt.” He grinned. “So I hope to be 
seeing you soon. In the meantime, keep your chin up.” 

‘Thank you, sir. And.. ” 

“Well?” 

“Goud luck to you and the lads, sir.” 

“Uh! Uh?” said the captain. “Don’t you know it’s had luck to 
say that? Chectrio!” 


Nella had spent her two thousand lire. kor a week she had carried 
the money about with her, until the notes were soggy and crushed. 
Whenever she saw her mother, haggard and hent, creeping about 
in rags in the dirt and gloom of their house, she wanted to give it 
to her, but she was afraid. For days she gazed into shop windows, 
where already the prohtceers were asplaying handbags, dresses, 
shoes and underclothes for sale at influted prices. She was tanta- 
lized but scared. At last she plucked up the c urage to spend all 
her money on something of which she had dr amed for years—a 
pair of high-heeled shoes. She came wobbling out of the shop 
tremulous with joy and fear; joy because she would share with 
Paloma the admiiation and envy of all the othe: women; fear 
because she still had to face her mother. However, she consoled 
herself, her mother, who never ventured more than a few hundred 
yards from their own street door, would never know how much 
the shoes had cost, and any silly story would satisfy her. 

It gave Nella an unsteady, exalted feeling to walk in these shoes. 
She had ro be careful of her balance, and the backs of her calves were 
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strained. It seemed to her that the shoes had made her twice as tall. 
She was filled with an unreal, up-in-the-air sensation. She was still 
lonely, but after a week the dumb shock had worn off. No deadlier, 
comprehending grief had taken its place, but a perverse pride in her 
adventure. Imagination had falsified her memory, suppressing the 
things that she did not want to recall and weaving over them a con- 
cealing garment of fantasy. She walked in pride at the secret know- 
ledge of her womanhood, looking dowr at the swarming children 
who seemed as remote from her as her own childhood, and dream- 
ing in the sunshine. 

A little fearful because she would have to account for the shoes, 
but bursting with gossip and self-importance, she called on her 
cousin. Graziella lay like a dead woman on her bed; Nella tried to 
arouse her, at first with chatter, then with apprehensive question- 
ing, but Graziella, her face as still as a mask, only looked at her 
indifferently. Nella came away, frightened. 

Wandering disconsolately on the waterfront, she met Ciccio. 
She tried to assume a scornful, grown-up air, but he looked at her 
like a knowing old man and said, “Where did you yet those 
shoes?” 

They had confided in each other for years. It was from Ciccio 
that she had learned, even in childhood, about all the dark jungle 
of life that crowded in on their sunny playgrounds. It was to him 
that she went with her questions about the ways of men; he kept 
her informed of all the scandals of the town. They perched on the 
parapet above the rocks, and she poured out her story. She spoke 
rapidly, wondering at the feeling of relief that grew within her and 
warmed to real pleasure, as she unburdened herself. She became 
excited; her eyes sparkled as if she were describing a film that had 
charmed her. She heard her own voice telling of a passionate woo- 
ing, of her lover’s tenderness and adoration, of his eagerness to obey 
her caprices, of a sorrowful parting. She had told him to be brave, 
she said, but he was inconsolable, and as she spoke, tears gleamed in 
her eyes, for she believed herself; this had become the real memory. 

She was flushed and happy when she finished, her eyes glowing 
reminiscently. Ciccio was watching her with a sceptical grin. He 
said, “‘And how much did he give you?” 

She would have exaggerated, boasted of her lover’s fantastic 
generosity, but she had already admitted that all the money had 
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gone on the shoes, and Ciccio would know to a lira what they cost. 
She answered, “Two thousand.” 

Ciccio made a derisive noise. ‘“‘Only two thousand. How many 
times did he have for that?” 

“It was not a payment,” she said sullenly, “it was a gift. He 
wanted to give me more, to buy me clothes, but I would not let 
him.” 

Ciccio scowled at the cigarette which he held between his fingers. 
“Very romantic! Do you think I was born yesterday? You are a 
fool, you have thrown money away.” 

“I did not do it for money,” she insisted. ‘‘And the girls who do 
it for money only get fifty lire.” 

“You know a lot about business!” he jecred. “‘A woman is glad 
to get fifty lire, but for a fresh girl of your age there ure men who 
will pay much more.” 

She did not answer. 

“You could make a lot of money,” he said. 

She looked at him in fascination and alarm. 

“What is the use of fine shoes when you run about in that dirty 
dress? Itisachild’s dress. It hardly covers your knees. And what 
do you wear beneath it but a dirty pair of drawers? You could have 
silk underclothes.” 

Terror and indecision seized her. She bit her lip, staring at him. 

“I know an officer who would give threc hundred, for each time, 
for you.” 

She whispered, ‘For each time?” For so brief and pleasant a duty? 
For sinning?—-oh, for doiug what asi women had to do, look at 
them all! Her brain whirled. 

“Three hundred. Naturally, you would have to give me 
something.” 

“Oh,” she murmured, hardly aware that she was speaking, “I 
would buy you whatever vou liked.” 

“Fool, Iam nota child. Ido not want presents. I want my share 
of the money. Would you give me a hundred each time?” 

She nodded dazedly. 

“Well, what do you say?” 

She was afraid to answer. Cold little fingers of panic moved 
about inside her. Then a dazzling revelation came to her and drove 
the scared feeling away. She need never be what she had dreaded to 
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become, one man’s beast of burden, taken in her youth from the 
sunshine and stabled for life in a dark hovel. She could be free, 
independent, like those Englishwomen in the newspaper, like 
those Americans in the films, She could have dresses and shoes and 
money of her own. Her mamma, her poor mamma with the lines of 
misery deep in her face, could always have bread and wine on her 
table, could go to church with a purse so well tilled that her offer- 
ings would make the other womem murmur with envy and the 
priest clasp his lands in admiration. Nella suid, in a childlike 
ecstasy, ““Take me to this officer.” 


CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO 


Six AM... . Craddock opened his eyes and stirred in his blanket. 
He saw the open window, the sunlight on the wall; he arched 
his body in joyful recognition of the familiar and pleasant snrround- 
ings, of a new day. ‘The air tasted as sharp and sweet as an iced 
drink in his mouth. He relaxed, unwilling to emerge fiom sleep, 
and let the sounds of awakening life come to him across the roof- 
tops—a dog barking, cocks crowing, the shuuting of workmen, 
and the wordless, wavering wail of a woman’s song. Fach morn- 
ing he enjoyed these first seconds of languor, when the radiant 
world welcomed him back from the caverns of darkness, showing, 
off to him all its beauty and tranquillity. 

His mind awoke, and he remembered: this is rhe last time. The 
buoyant pleasure went out of him. He felt sick and cold. He closed 
his eyes and fought to expel fo: a few moments tlie leaden misery, 
to sink back imo the blankets warm oblivion. lt was no use; 
his brain was alreadv working as remorselessly as a quick-ticking 
watch. He cast off the blanket and pulled on his boots. 

He woke Honeycombe, went down the corridor banging at 
doors, packed his gear with feverish vigour; memory was amok 
inside him and he was trying to stun it with activity. He rolled his 
blanket, pulled it round his pack and fastened the straps over it, 
tightening them with savage energy. His equipment was piled in 
a corner now, ready for the march, Honeycombe’s in another. 
Otherwise the room was empty; all trace of human habitation 
and repose had vanished. His soul was empty, too. Other men were 
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on their feet. The rooms rang with the stamping of feet, the thump 
of falling packs, the clatter of weapons, and impatient voices. The 
building which, while they had lived in it, had muffled their 
everyday noises with its walls, protested against their departure 
with a frenzy of echoes. The faint music of the peaceful world 
aruund them, diowned by their clamour, no longer beguiled them. 
Craddock stood on the landing and shouted, ‘Rise and shine! 
Downstairs, my lucky lads!’ His men streamed past him, grinning 
at him. The rush was like the noise and movement of a war dance, 
quickening the blood to new impulses of vigour and enthusiasm. 
He followed them out into the street. For a moment the cold 
numbness returned: zAis is the last time. Pride returned at the sight 
of the company forming up, the shuffling ranks closing into a neat, 
solid block of khaki that filled the whole length of the street; the 
straight lines of Ix Imets swathed in dun sacking, the straight lines 
of rifles, the straight lines of packs, the straight hnes of red faces., 
It was a sinple organism into which all individualities and all 
worries vanished, self-sufficient and aloct from the untidy throng 
of civilians who surged around it as a tall ship is from the sea 
through which it cleaves. He took his post in front of his platoon. 


Seven a.m... . The sun had risen. The air, saturated with heat, 
became still, and shimmered with the brilliance of full morning. 
The men squatted in rows upon their packs, eating from their mess 
tins a last meal of stew which the cooks had prepared in a boiler 
pitched on the pavement. The captain had ordered the billet to be 
emptied so that the last fatigue party, which was busy now, could 
` leave it spotless, a final reminder to its returning tenants of the ways 
of the British, 

The civilians were awake. Everyone was Ott in the street tv 
see the soldiers go. Families crowded in their doorways, chattering 
with the subdued and expectant gaicty that is seen before the start 
of a horse-race. People hovered on the fringes of the parade and 
took heart, one hy one, to penetrate the ranks, until the street was 
a disorder of khaki and black. Couples drew apart, each pait — 
burdencd soldier and full-ski:ted woman-—standing, close together 
with bowed heads. Here and there could be seen a whole house- 
hold crowding round a soldier, embracing him and talking volubly 
to him as if it were their own son who was being taken from them. 
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Other soldiers squatted with children perched on their knees or 
huddled in the crook of their arms, feeding them from their mess 
tins. 

Captain Rumbold watched the children gathering like a horde 
of ravenous sparrows. ‘‘Damn fools,” he said to Perkington, 
“giving their food away. God knows when they’ll get their next 
meal. We'll have to stop this.” 

Perkington said, “Just you try!” : 

Rumbold deliberated. “We can’t upset ’em now,” he said. 
“‘There’s only one thing to do.” He turned to the sergeant-major. 
“How are we fixed for grub?” 

“‘There’s a whole crateful of tins, still unopened, sir.” 

“Tell the cook to tip it all in. Sergeant Craddock!" 

“Sir?” 

“You speak the bloody language. Tell the Eyeties to get plates 
and line up on the pavement. God damn it,” he said desperately, 
“lets have a party! Come one, come‘all, and bugger the income- 
tax! Aren’t we the bloody onions?” 

Craddock spoke to the people near him. They screamed the 
tidings to their neighbours. There was a wild rush to the houses, 
and in a moment an unruly queue was jostling on the pavement. 
People came running with plates, jugs, saucepans, washbowls, 
jam tins, ornamental vases, kettles, cauldrons—anything that 
would enable them to carry away as big a share as possible. One 
small boy peered happily over the rim of a chamberpot. The cooks 
stirred and ladled and sweated over the steaming boiler, while the 
people came and went with their overbrimming portions, squatting 
on the pavements to join in the feast, shouting to each other in 
extravagant gratitude and bringing the soldiers sweetmeats, bowls 
of pasta and bottles of wine to make a real holiday of the occasion. 

Paloma, who was standing with her arms round the shoulders of 
two sturdy soldiers, whispered excitedly with ber companions. 
Without warning she rushed upon Captain Rumbold, threw her 
arms round him and kissed him heartily. She drew back, laughing, 
to view his embarrassment, but the captain seized her in a murder- 
ous hug, planted his mouth on hers and crushed her to him, lifting 
her strapping body from the ground as easily as, if she were a 
She- thrashed at the air with her legs, making choking sounds of 
laughter and protest in her throat, and when at last he let her down 
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she clung to him, limp and breathless, The captain turned* her 
round and dismissed ther, amid the cheers of the company, ‘with a 
slap across the buttocks. She scurried back to her admirers in the 
ranks, screarhing, ““What a man! If only I had known him earlier!” 

The wine flowed. People were laughing and talking everywhere. 
For an hour there was festa in the street. 


Eight a.m... .The animation had died away. The women were. 
quiet and nervous, the children fretted, the soldiers were oppressed 
by the growing heat and by the lethargy of waiting. Tiger, looking 
punier than ever, was panting already under the weight of his full 
kit. Fooks sat, tipsy and almost asleep, with his head in Paloma’s 
lap. Ling stared from beneath his helmet like a tortoise from 
beneath its shell, with the expression of a little boy who is waiting 
to be caned. His gear hung about him in disarray, and he held 
his rifle from him like something alien and unwanted. He was a 
comical sight among all rhesđ®oldiers. His woman towered over 
him moaning with grief and plucking at her bosom, while the five 
children stared at his unaccustomed appearance with their little 
faces upturned in solemn silence. Craddock stood looking at the 
closed doer of Graziella’s house. He tried 10 ignore the sense of 
loneliness that touched his heart among all these leave-takings. He 
felt stifled and depressed, becalmed between two states of feeling. 
Close behind him were all the human emotions which he feared to 
contemplate; ahead, near enough to beckon but still out of reach, 
were the pleasure and relief of action. Fearing the one and unable 
to attain the other, he felt merely wretc..cd, stirred only from time 
to time by a wave of irrational resentment at the obstinate stare of 
the closed door, or by a prickle of impatience as th ` ordeal of wait- 
ing dragged on. He said to Honeycombe, “‘I wish to God we could 
get out of here.” 

Old Buonocorso was shuffling among the ranks, collecting 
cigarettes in his hat and bestowing in return a torrent of servile 
thanks and farewells. Craddock watched him dully. He had hoped 
that Aldo’s mutilation would shock the old man back into life; 
he had wanted to appeal to him to take up once sre his respon- 
sibilities and give these stunned, bewildered people the leadership 
they needed; but he felt no desire tc speak. to him now. He only 
said, dropping a packet of cigarettes into the old man’s hat, “‘Good- 

i 185 


bye, old man. And look after Aldo, for he cannot look after you 
anv more.” 

Buonocorso said. *‘Someone will look after us. I thank you for 
bringing him the dog. It has given him hope.” 

“I am glad that one of you has hope,” said Craddock harshly. 
““There is enough need of it here.” 

The old man bobbed a gesture of resignation. *‘It was a beautiful 
thought, to give him the dag. Guwodbye, and a good journey.” 

Craddock looked away, across the street, at the closed door. 

Nella was standing before him, pathetic in her war-paint and her 
high-heeled shoes. Craddock took both her hands and drew her 
gently towards him. He said, “You have come to say goodbye?” 

She looked vp at him with big, piteous eyes, and nodded. She 
whispered, ‘‘Graziella is weeping in the house.” She withdrew her 
hands from Craddock’s and reached into the bosom of her dress. 
“I wanted her to come,” she said. w Are yoy angry with her?” 

Craddock smiled and shook his Mhd. 

She opened her hand. A silver chain lay heaped on a crucifix in 
the palm. “Will you wear this?” 

Craddock nodded, and sank down on his heels, putting his 
hands about her waist. “For you?” 

“For her.” Nella hung the chain round his neck. “She says, 
you are not with God, but God will be with you.’ 

Craddock sighed, and kissed her on the cheek. She began to 
tremble under his hands. He straightened up and said, “Go back to 
her now.” 

She hurried away, crying. As she went, Tiger stepped forward 
and laid his hand on her arm, but she scampered on as4fShe had not~ 
felt his touch. The door closed behind het. 


Nine a.m.... The ranks hud becn cleared. The soldiers stood 
stolidly over their rifles, wiping the sweat from their faces and look- 
ing with silent indifference at the crowd which fidgeted in a 
subdued panic on the opposite pavement. The roadway was wide 
and empty between them. 

Into the dull timelessness of waiting there intruded a new sound; 
thedisorderly surge of distant marching. Thenoise grew,and themen 
grinned uneasilyat each other. The battalion was on the move. This 
was “A” Company, coming along the waterfront on its way to the 
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Station. Their own turn would follow. “A” Company came tramp~ 
ing past the head of the street, and the noise of its passing, caught 
up in a roaring echo between the walls of the street, stirred them. 

The sound died away. “A” Company must be filing into the 
station now. Time dragged once more. The men’s eagerness 
began to subside; they were oppressed by their own impatience 
and by the scorching heat. A hush lay on the street, broken only 
by snatches of whimpering and an occasional flight of hysterical 
laughter from among the women. 

“Company . . P 

‘The torpor lifted from the soldiers as the words of command 
camé.to them. They slung their rifles and turned to the right. 
“There was no time to think. Craddock felt a last, quick wrench 
of pain, then the ranks ahead began to move, and he moved with 
them, uplifted by a great flood of relief. As the men moved off, 
there was a moment’s hesitatiga on the pavement, before the people 
started alongside the column, ïn full cry. Craddock was suddenly 
glad that his last memory of Graziella would not be as one of this 
crowd of frantic women running clumsily along the street. 

There was comfort in marching. The thunderous tramp, the 
rhythm of his own legs, the weight of his equipment, the sight of 
the pack bobbing in front of him, were all part of an old, instinctive 
routine which carried him along without the necessity of thought. 
Some of the men around him were gloomy, some were grinning 
and calling to their followers on the pavement, some had already 
relapsed into the slack-mouthed apathy of tle marching soldier. 

The buildings and the dusty trees moved past as ina dream. The 
babbling crowd on the pavement was in another world. Familiar 
sights had become strange again; and the sok¢sers, inhabitants 
yesterday, had become passing strangers. 

Orders were shouted. The men in front could be seen coming 
to a stop and unslinging their rifles, and the rest of the column piled 
up in a disorderly halt. The khaki ranks dissolved in a mass of 
men ‘squatting in the station yard. The officers hurried away ; time 
passed—ten, fifteen, twenty minutes. The men showed no signs 
of restlessness, but made themselves comfortable, enduring this 

“new delay with the patience of animals. Some of the women drew 
near once more, but few of the men responded. They were losing 
the ability to recognize anything outside themselves. 
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They climbed to their feet again and began to file, by platoons, 
into the station. The dilapidated waiting rooms mocked them with: 
echoes as they hurried through. Here and there a man hesitated, 
cluttering up the narrow entrance with his equipment as he looked 
back for a moment, panic stricken. Then he would hasten on, 
leaning forward beneath the weight of his gear, rto emerge again in- 
to the pitiless sunlight of the platform. A tall, white wall cut them 
off for ever from the world which they could still hear beyond. 
The platform was military, with the colonel and a group of Move- 
ment Control Officers standing against the wall swishing their 
sticks. The shouts that echoed from one end of the platform to the 
other were military, as inhuman as rifle shots. 

“What platoon, sergeant?” 

“Eight Platoon, sir!” 

More shouting, “Up the front, Eight Platoon, come on, come 
on.” Craddock ran, and heard the platoon clattering behind him. 
There was relief in running, and in feeling his pack jerking up and 
down against his shoulders. He opened a carriage door and bundled 
the men in. ““Come on, come on, get in and don’t talk so much. 
Move up, there. Move up on that right-hand seat, there’s room for 
more. Two more. Come on!” He slammed the door. There was 
relief in hearing the door slam. He opened the next door. “Come 
on, look sharp!” He slammed the door. A third carriage. “Come 
on, come on, wake your ideas up, Ling!’ He climbed into the 
compartment, slammed the door from the inside and said beavaly 
to Honeycombe, “Well, that’s that!" He could still feel the slam 
of the door inside him. The crucifix burned like an icicle in the 

a 
groove of his chest. He shouted out of the window, “Light Platoon 
all in, six!” Mr. Perkington scurried away, with a terrified school- 
boy eagerness, to report. 

He sat down, and did not look cut of the window any more. 
He wanted to unburden himself by shouting Graziella’s name. 
There was a dusty. cindery smell in the catriage but his nostrils 
were cloyed with a strange, remembered scent. Huncycombe was 
sitting opposite, looking at him. Honeycombe said, “‘All right?” 

He answered, “AU right.” 

The fragrance was tormenting his imagination, stirring un- 
welcome emotions that did not explain themselves to him but which 
inflicted pain. 
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Men were crowding at the windows, looking out as if they had 
just arrived. The station buildings were a barrier that they could 
never cross. In a moment the mysterious gap of the years would 
begin to open out. 

The train jerked. Men were flung together, and steadied them- 
selves. A flash of remembrance came to Craddock. He knew now 
what the scent was. He saw again, more clearly than the carriage 
in which he sat, more sharply than the scene had appeared indeed 
in reality, his first glimpse of Sicily. It was two months—two life- 
times—ago. Their landing-craft was idling through the shoreward 
swell. The sun rose, and the heat and the motion of the craft made 
the men seasick. The sergeant stood up in impatience. He saw the 
sea heaving silently about them, a shimmering silk of indigo and 
silver. He saw ahead, swinging slowly towards them, the continent 
to which their army was returning: a strip of shore, clusters of 
white houses, low wooded slopes, and behind, line after line of hilly 
dark against the dawn pallor. Out’of the stillness there came a 
single breath of breeze, and on the brecz: was borne this haunting 
fragrance, the pungency of oranges, the bitterness of almonds and 
the minty odour of wild herbs. The breeze died and the smells of 
oil, vomit and hot metal arose again. 

The train began to move. He asked Honeycombe for a cigarette. 
The clatter of wheels quickened and the platform buildings slid 
past. A swarm of children had climbed up on to the embankment to 
shrill a last farewell, and the men shouted back from the windows. 
Some were already settled in their stats, unwrapping their haver- 
sack rations. The sergeant leaned across to Honeycombe for a light 
to his cigarette. His face was between Honeycombe's cupped hands 
and he did not raise his head to look out of the ` ‘indow. 

There was a last shower of chocolates and caramels from the 
windows and a last clamorous response from the children. The 
train gathered speed and passed round the bend. Now there was 
only the blank end of the rear truck. Now it was gone. 

The last tremor died from the rails. The sun’s glare, pitiless, 
blanched the blue sky, glittered on the deep hlue sea, reflected, 
dazzling, feom the walls of the tumbled white hu: -es and drew an 
oven heat from the bleached pavements, The last tremor died from 
the rails. Now there was no sound in the blinding white sunlight; 
no sound but the weeping of women. 
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